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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


FERDINAND, King of Navarre. 


Biron, 7 N 3 
Been Lord; attending upon the King in his 


. retirement. 
Dumain, 
Boyet, 5 
Lords attending upon the Pyinceſ of France. 
Macard, 8 7 ** 


Don Adriano de Armado, à fantaſtical Spaniard. 
Nathaniel, a Curate. 

Dull, a Conſtable. 

Holofernes, a Schoa/maſter. 

Coſtard, a Clown. 

Moth, Page to Don Adriano de Armado. 


Princeſs of France. 

Roſaline, 

Maria, Laaies attending on the Princeh. 
Catherine, ä 

ſaquenetta, 4 Country Wench, 


Officers and others Attendants upon the King aud 
Princeſs. 


SCENE the King of Navarre's Palace, and 
the Country near it, 


Pd 
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AGES ENDS 


Enter the King, Biron, Longaville ard Dumain. 


Kt NG. 
SS 2 ET Fame, that all hunt after in their 
2 D — — . 
: APR lives, 


Live regiſtred upon our brazen tombs; “ 
MAH When ipight of cormorant devouring 
time, 

Th' endeavour of his preſent breath 
may buy 

That honour which ſhall bate his ſcythe's keen edge, 

And make us keirs of all eternity. 

Therefore, brave conquerors, for ſo you are, 

That war againſt your own affections, 

And the huge army of the world's deſires, 

Our late edict ſhall ſtrongly ſtand in force ; 

Nawarre ſhall be the wonder of the world, 

Our court ſhall be a little academy, 

Still and contemplative in living arts. 

You three, Biron, Dumain and Longaville, 

A 2 Have 
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And then grace us in the diſgrace of death 5 
When ſpight of c. 
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Have {worn for three years term to live with ms, 
My fellow-ſcholars, and to keep thoſe ſtatutes 
That are recorded in this ſchedule here. 

Your oaths are paſt, and now ſubſcribe your names: 

That his own hand may ſtrike his honour down, 

That violates the ſmalleſt branch herein : 

If you are arm'd to do as {worn to do, 

Subſcribe to your deep oaths, and keep them too. 
Lang. Iam reſolv'd; *tis but a three year's fait: 

The mind ſhall banquet, tho' the body pine; 

Fat paunches have lean pates; and dainty bits 

Make rich the ribs, but bankrout quite the wits, 
Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortify'd : 

The groſſer manner of theſe world's delights 

He throws upon the groſs world's baſer ſlaves : 

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die; 

With all theſe living in philoſophy. 

Biron. J can but lay their proteſtation over, 

So much (dear liege) I have already ſworn, 

That is, to live and ſtudy here three years: 

But there are other ſtrict obſervances ; 

As not to ſee a woman in that term 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

And one day in a week to touch no food, 

And but one meal on every day beſide ; 

The which I hope is not enrolled there. 

And then to ſleep but three Hours in the night, 

And not be ſeen to wink of all the day ; 

When I was wont to'think no harm all night, 

And make a dark night too of half the day; 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

O, theſe are barren tasks, too hard to keep; 

Not to ſee ladies, ſtudy, faſt, nor ſleep. 

King. Your oath is paſt to paſs away from theſe, 
Biron. Let me ſay no, my liege, and if you pleaſe ; 

I only ſwore to ſtudy with your Grace, 

And ſtay here in your court for three years ſpace. 
Long. You ſwore to that, Biron, and to the reſt, 
Biran, By yea and nay Sir, then I ſwore in = 

: at 
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What is the end of ſtudy? let me know ? 

King. Why that to know which elſe we ſhould not 

know. 

Biron. Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from ; 

common ſenſe. ; 

King. Ay, that is ſtudy's god-like recompence. 

Biron. Come on then, I will {wear to ſtudy ſo, . 
To know the thing I am forbid to know ; : 
As thus; to ſtudy where 1 well may dine, | 

When I to fait expreſly am forbid; | 
Or ſtudy where to meet ſome miſtreſs fine, . 

When miſtreſſes from common ſenſe are hid: 

Or having ſworn too hard a keeping oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 

If ſtudy's gain be this, and this be fo, 

Study knows that which yet it doth not know : 
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er ſay no. 

King. Theſe be the ſtops that hinder ſtudy quite, 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

B:iron. Why all delights are vain, but that moſt vain 
Which with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain; 

As painfully to pore upon a book, 

To ſeck the light of truth, while truth the while 
Doth falſly blind the eye-ſight of his look: 

Light ſeeking light, doth light of light beguile, 
So ere you find where light in darknels lies, 
Your light grows dark by loſing of your eyes. 
Study me how to pleaſe the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye; 
Who dazling fo, that eye ſhall be his heed, 

And give him light that it was blinded by. 
Study is like the Heaven's glorious Sun, 

That will not be deep ſcarch'd with ſaucy looks; 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save baſe authority from others books. 

Theſe earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 

That give a name to every fixed ſtar, 

Have no more profit of their ſhining nights, 

Than thoſe that walk, and wot not what they ars. 
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Too much to know, is to know nought but fame ; 
And every godfather can give a name. 
King. How well he's read, to reaſon againſt reading. 
Dum. Preceeded well, to ſtop all good proceeding. 
Long. He weeds the corn, and ſtill lets grow the 
weeding. 
iron. The ſpring is near, when green greeſe are a 
breeding. 
Dum. How follows that ? 
Biron. Fit in his place and time. 
Dum. In reaſon nothing. 
Biron. Something then in rhime. 
Long. Biron is like an envious + ſneaping froſt, 
'T hat bites the firſt-born infants of the ſpring. 
Biren. Well, ſay I am; why ſhould proud ſummer 
boaſt, 
Fefore the birds have any cauſe to ſing ? 
Why ſhould I joy in an abortive birth ? 
At Chriſimas I no more deſire a roſe, 
Than wiſh a ſnow in May's new-fangled ſhows: 
But like of each thing that in ſeaſon grows. 
So, you, to ſtudy now it is too late, 
Climb o'er the houſe t unlock the little gate. 
King. Well fit you out. Go home, Biron: Adieu. 
Biron. No, my good lord, I've ſworn to ſtay with you. 
And though I have for barbariſm ſpoke more, 
Than for that angel knowledge you can ſay, 
Yet confident I'll keep what I have ſwore, 
And bide the penance of each three years day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the ſame, 
And to the ſtrict ſt decrees il write my name. 
King. How well this yielding reſcues thee from ſhame ! 
Biron. Item, That no woman ſhail come within a 
mile of my court. (reading. 
Hath this been proclaimed ? 
Long. Four days ago. 
Birou. Let's fee the penalty. 
On pain of loſing her tongus oF" 77 
140 
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Who devis'd this penalty ? 
Long. Marry, that did I. 
Biren, Sweet lord, and Why? 
Long. To fright them hence with that dread penalty ; 
A dangerous law againit gentility. 
Item, Creading. ] If any man be ſeen to talk with a 
woman within the term of three years, he thall en- 
: ſuch publick ſhame as the reſt of the court can 5 
off bly deviie. 
 Biron. This article, my liege, your ſelf muſt break; | 
For well you know here comes in embaſſy ; 
The French king's daughter, with your ſelf to ſpcak, a 
A maid of grace and compleat majeſty, | 
About ſurrender up of A4;uitain 
To her decrepit, fick, and bed-rid father; 
Therefore this article is ade in vain, 
Or vainly comes th' admired princets hither. 
King, What ſay you, lords? why this was quite forgot. 
Birou. So ſtudy cvermore is overſhot, 
While it doth ſtudy to have what it would, 
lt doth forget to do the thing it ſhould : 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth moſt, 
Jis won as towns with fire; fo won, ſo loſt. 
King. We mult of force diipenie with this decree, 
She muſt he here on mere neceſſity. 
Biron. Neceſſity will make us ail forſworn 
Three thouſand times within this three year's fpace : 
For every man with his affects is born: 
Not by might maſter'd, but by ſpecial grace. 
If I break faith, this word ſhall ipeals for me, 
I am forſworn on meer neceſhty. 
So to the laws at large 1 write my name, 
And he that breaks them in the leaſt degree, 
Stands in attainder of eternal ſhame. 
Suggeſtions are to others as to me; 
But l believe although I ſeem io loth, 
am the laſt that will lait keep his oath, 
But is there no quick recreation granted? 
King. Ay that there is; our court you know us haunted 
With a refined "rave! 'er of Spain, 
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A man in all the world's new faſhions planted, 
That hath a mint of phraſes in bis brain : 

One whom the muſick of his own vain tongue, 
Doth raviſh like inchanting harmony: 

A man of complements, whom right and wrong 
Have choſe as umpire of their mutiny. 

This child of fancy, that 4rmado hight, 
For interim to our ſtudies, ſhall relate 

In high-born words the worth of many a Knight: 
From tawny Spain loſt in the world's debate, 

How you delight my lords, I know not, I; 

But I proteſt I love to hear him lye, 

And I will uſe him for my minſtrelſie. 

Biron. Armado is a molt illuſtrious wight, 

A man of fire-new words, faſhion's own Knight.“ 

Long. Coftard the ſwain, and he, ſhall be our ſport ; 
And ſo to ſtudy, three years are but ſhort. 


r 


Euter Dull and Coftard «with a letter. 


Dull. Which is the Duke's own Perſon? 

Biron. This fellow ; what would ? 

Dull. I my ſelf reprehend his own perſon, ſor I 
am his Grace's Tharborough: but I would fee his 
own perſon in fleſh and blood. 

Biron. This is he. 

Dull. Signior Arme, Arme commends you, There's 
villany abroad; this letter will tell you more. 

Coſt. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me. 

King. A letter from the magnificent Armadb. 

Biron. How low ſoever the matter, I hope in God 


for high words. 
Long. A high hope for a low heav'n; God grant 


us patience. 
Biron. To hear, or forbear hearing ? 
Long. To hear meekly, Sir, to laugh moderately, 


or to forbear both. 
Biron. Well Sir, be it as the tile ſhall give us cauſe 


to climb in the merrinels. 


Cel. 


rt ; 
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Co. The matter is to me, Sir, as concerning Ja- 
quenetta. 
The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 

Biron. In what manner? 

Co. In manner and form, following, Sir, all thoſe 
three. I was ſeen with her in the Manor-houſe, ſit- 
ting with her upon the form, and taken following her 
into the park; which put together, is in manner 
and form following. Now Sir, for the manner: It 
is the manner of a man to ſpeak to a woman; for the 
form, in ſome form. | 

Biron. For the following, Sir ? 

C27. As it ſhall follow in my correction, and God 
defend the right. 

King. Will you hear the letter with attention? 

Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 


Cot. Such is the ſimplicity of man to hearken after 
the fleſh. 


King. Reat deputy, the welkin's wice-gerent, and ſale 
reads. dominatur of Navarre, my foul's earth's God, 


and body's foflring patron 

Coſi. Not a word of Coſtard yet. 

King. So zt 7s 

Coft. It may be ſo ; but if he ſay it is ſo, he ie, in 
telling true; but ſo, 

King. Peace 

Coſt. Be to me, and every man that dares not fight, 

King. No words. 

Coſt. Of other men's ſecrets I beſeech you. 

King. So it is. Beſieged with ſable-coloured melancho 
ty, I did commend the black opprefſing humour to the moſ# 
wholeſome phyſick of thy health-giving air; and as am 
a gentleman, betock my ſelf to wwalk : The time when ? 
about the ſixth hour, when beaſts moſt graze, birds beſt 
peck, and men fit down to that nouriſhment which is 
call'd ſupper : fo much for the time when. Now for the 
ground which ; which I mean I walkt upon; it is yelep- 
d, the park. Then for the place wvhere, where I mean 
aid encounter that obſcene and moſt prepoſterous event 

A5 that 
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that dragveth from my ſnow-white pen the eban-colour'd 
ink, ewhich here thou vicabeſt, bekoldeft, ſurveje/!, or 
feeft, But to the place where, It ftandeth north north- 
eat and by eaſt from the weſt corner of thy curious knit- 
ted garden. There did I ſee that le- ſpirited fwain, 
that baſe minow of thy mirth, ( Coſt. Me?) that unlet- 
ter d ſmall knowing ſonl, ( Coſt. Me ?) that ſhallow va f- 
ſal, (Cot. Still me?) which as I remember, hight Co- 
ſtard (Cot. Ome!) forted and conforted contrary tg 
thy eftabliſhed proclaimed edit and continent canon : 
which with O Wwith=—— but With this I paſſion 
to ſay wherewith : 

Coſt. With a wench. 

King. With a child of our grandmother Eve, a female ; 
or for thy more underſtanding, a woman; him, TI (as 
my ever eſteem'd duty pricks me on) have ſent to thee, to re- 
cerve tre meed of puniſhment by thy ſweet graces officer, © 
Anthony Dull, @ man , good repute, carriage, bearing 
aud eſti mation. 

1 Me, an't fhall pleaſe you? I am Anthony 
ull. | 

King. Fox Jaquenetta (/ is the weaker weſfſel call d) 
evhich I apprehended with the aforeſaid fabain, I keep 
hr as a veſſel of thy law's fury, and fhall at the leaft of 
tty feveet notice bring her to trial. Thine in all com- 
plements of devoted and heart-burning heat of duty, 

Don Adriano de Armado. 


Biron. This is not ſo well as I Iook'd for, but the 
beſt that ever I head. 

King. Ay, the beſt for the worſt. But ſirrah, what 
fay you to this? 

Coe. Sir, I confels the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation ? 

Coſt. I do confeſs much of the hearing it, but little 
of the marking of it. 

King. It was proclaim'd a year's impriſonment to be 
taken with a wench. 

Coft. I was taken with none, Sir, I was taken with 
a damolel, | 
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King. Well, it was proclaimed damoſel. 
| Cot. This was no damoſel neither, Sir, ſhe was A 
virgin. | 
King. It is ſo varied too, for it was proclaim'd vir- 
gin, 
Coft. If it were, I deny her virginity : I was taken 
with a maid, 

King. This maid will not ſerve your turn, Sir. 

Coft. This maid will ſerve my turn, Sir. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce ſentence ; you ſhall faſt 
a week with bran and water. 

Coſt. J had rather pray a month with mutton and 
porridge, 

King. And Don Armado ſhall be your keeper. My 
lord Biron, ſee him deliver'd o'er, 

And go we lords to put in practice that 
Which each to other hath ſo ſtrongly ſworn. { Exe. 
Biron. I'll lay my head to any good man's hat, 
Theſe oaths and laws will prove an idle ſcorn, 
Sirrah, come on. 

Coſt. I ſuffer for the truth, Sir: for true it is, I was 
taken with Tagquenetta, and Faguenctta is a true girl: 
and therefore welcome the ſour cup of proſperity : 
affliction may one day {mile again, and until then, fit 
thee down, ſorrow. [ Exeunt. 


— 


— 


SCENE III. 
Armado's Houſe, 


Enter Armado and Moth. 


Arm OY, what ſign is it when a man of great 
ſpirit grows melancholy ? 
Moth. A great ſign, Sir, that he will Took fad. 
Arm. Why ſadneſs is one and the ſelf ſame thing, 
Sear imp. 
Meth. No, no, O lord Sir, no. 


Arn 
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Arm. How can'ſt thou part ſadneſs and melancho 
ly, my tender Fuwenile ? 

Moth. By a familiar demonſtration of the working, 
my tough Signior. 

Arm. Why tough Signior ? why tough Signior ? 

Moth. Why tender Juvenile; why tender Juvenile? 

Arm. I ſpoke it tender Juvenile, as a congruent 
epitheton, appertaining to thy young days, which we 
may nominate tender. 

Meth. And I tough Signior, as an appertinent title 
to your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm. Pretty and apt. 

Moth. How mean you, Sir, I pretty, and my ſay- 
ang apt ? or I apt, and my ſaying pretty ? 

Arm. Thou pretty, becauſe little. 

Meth. Little pretty, becauſe little; wherefore apt? 

Arm. And therefore apt, becauſe quick. 

Moth. Speak you this in my praiſe, maſter? 

Arm. In thy condign praiſe. 

Moth. I will praiſe an eel with the ſame praiſe. 

Arm. What; that an eel is ingenious. 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do ſay thou art quick in anſwers. Thou 
acat'ſt my blood 

Moth. IJ am aniwer'd, Sir. 

Arm. 1 love not to be croſt. 


Moth. He ſpeaks the clean contrary, croſſes love not 


him. 

Arm, I have promis'd to Rudy three years with the 
Duke. 

Moth. You may do it in an hour, Sir. 

Arm. Impoſhble. 

Moth. How many is one thrice told? 

Arm. I am ill at reckoning, it fits the ſpirit of a 
tapſter. 

Math. You are a gentleman and a gameſter. 

Arm. 1 confeſs both, they are both the varniſh of 
2 compleat man. 

Math. Then I am ſure you know how much the 
grols ſum of deuce-ace amounts to, ph 

N. 
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Arm. It doth amount to one more than two, 

Moth. Which the baſe vulgar call three, 

Arm. Trae. 

Math. Why Sir, is this ſuch a piece of ſtudy ? now 
here's three ſtudied ere you'll thrice wink; and how 
eaſie it is to put years to the word three, and ſtud 
three years in two words, the dancing-horſe will tell 

ou. 
8 Arm. A moſt fine figure. 

Mzth. To prove you a cypher. _ 

Arm. 1 will hereupon confeſs T am in love; and as 
it is baſe for a ſoldier to love, ſo am I in love with a 
baſe wench. If drawing my {word againſt the hu- 
mour of affection would deliver me from the repro- 
bate thought of it, I would take Deſire priſoner, and 
ranſom him to any French courtier for a new devis'd 
curt'ſie. I think it ſcorn to ſigh, methinks I ſhould 


out- wear Cupid, Comfort me, boy: what great men 
have been 1n love ? 


Moth. Hercules, maſter. | | 

Arm. Moſt ſweet Hercules“ More authority, dear 

boy, name more; and ſweet my child let them be 
men of good repute and carriage. 

Math. Sampſon, maſter, he was a man of good car- 
riage; great carriage; for he carried the town-gates 
on his back like a porter, and he was in love. 

Arm. O well-knit Sampſen, ſtrong-jointed Sampſon ; 
I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou didit me 


in carrying gates. Tam in love too. Who was Samp- 
fan's love, my dear Meth ! 


Moth. A woman, maſter, p 

Arm. Of what completion ? 

Meth. Of all the tour, or the three, or the two, or 

one of the four. 

Arm. Tell me preciſely of what complection? 

Moth. Of the ſea-water green, Sir. 

Arm. Is that one of the four complections! 

Moth. As I have read, Sir, and the beſt of them too. 

Arm. Green indeed is the colour of lovers; but to 
have a love of that colour, methinks Sampſon had ſmall 


reaſon 
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reaſon for it. He ſurely affected her for her wit. 
Meth. It was fo, Str, for ſhe had a green wit. 
Arm. My love is moſt immaculate white and red. 
Moth. Moſt maculate thoughts, maſter, are mask'd 
under ſuch colours. 
Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant. 
Meth. My father's wit and my mother's tongue aſ- 


ſiſt me! 
Arm. Sweet invocation of a child, moſt pretty and 


pathetical ! 


Noth. If ſhe be made of white and red, 
Her faults will ne'er be Known; 
For bluſhing cheeks by faults are bred, 
And fears by pale-white ſhown ; 
Then if ſhe fear, or be to blame, 
By this you ſhall not know, 
For ſtill her cheeks poſſeſs the ſame, 
Which native ſhe doth owe. 
A dangerous rhime, maſter, againſt the reaſon of white 
and red. a 
Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and 
the beggar? 
Moth. The world was guilty of {uch a ballad ſome 
three ages ſince, but I think now 'tis not to be found ; 


or if it were, it would neither ſerve for the writing, 


nor the tune. 

Arm, I will have that ſubjett newly writ o'er, that 
J may example my digreſſion by ſome mighty prece- 
dent. Boy, I do love that country girl that I took in 


the park with the rational hind C:/tard; ſhe deſerves 


wel] 
Moth. To be whipp'd; and yet a better love than 
my maſter. 
Arm. Sing boy, my ſpirit grows heavy in love. 
Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light wench. 
Arm. I ſay ſing. | | | 
Moth. Forbear, till this company is paſt, 


de 
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S CENSDE. IV. 


Enter Coſtard, Dull, Jaquenetta and Maid. 


Dull. Sir, the Duke's pleaſure is, that you keep Co- 
al- ſtard ſafe, and you muſt let him take no delight, nor 
no penance ; but he mult faſt three days a week. For 
nd this damſel, I muſt keep her at the park, ſhe is al- 
low'd for the day-woman. Fare you well. Exit. 
Arm. I do betray my ſelf with bluſhing : maid, 
Jag. Man. 
Arm. 1 will viſit thee at the lodge. 
Jag. T har's here by. 
Arm. I know where it is ſituate. 
Jag. Lord how wiſe you are 
Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 
Faq. With that face? 


hite Arm. I love On 
: Jag. So J heard you ſay. 
and Arm. And ſo farewel. 
Maid. Fair weather aſter you. Come Fagquenetta, 


ſome away. [Exeunt. 
ind ; Arm. Villain thou ſhalt fait for thy offence ere thou 
ting> be pardoned. 
Cof?. Well Sir, I hope when I do it, I Hall do it on 
„that a full ſtomach. 
Jrece- Arm. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſh'd. 
Co/?. I am more bound to you than your fellows, 
ferves. for they are but lightly rewarded. 
Arm. Take away this villain, ſhut him up. 
than Moth. Come you tranſgreſſing ſlave, away. 
Coſt. Let me not be pent up, Sir, I will be faft be- 
>, ing loofe. 
yench. Math. No, Sir, that were faſt and looſe; thou ſhalt 
| to priſon, 
Cot. Well, if ever I do fee the merry days of de; 
ſolation that I have ſeen, ſome ſhall ſee=m—— 
Mtb. What ſhall ſome ſee ? 
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Coſt. Nay nothing, maſter Moth, but what they 
look upon. It is not for prifoners to be filent in 
their words, and therefore I will ſay nothing ; I thank 
God, I have as little patience as another man, and 
therefore I can be quiet. [Ex. Moth ah Collard. 

Arm. I do affect the very ground (which is baſe) 
where her ſhoe (which 1s bater) guided by her foot 
(which is baſeft) doth tread. I ſhall be forſworn. 
which is a great argument of falſhood, if I love. And 
how can that be true love which is fa'fly attempted ? 
love is a familiar, love is a devil; there is no evil 
angel but love, yet Sampſon was ſo tempted, and he 
had an excellent ſtrength; yet was So/oz2-9% ſo ſe- 
duced, and he had a very good wit. Cafed's but- 
ſhaft is too hard for Hercules's club, and therefore too 
much odds for a Spaniard's rapier ; the firſt ard ſe- 
cond cauſe will not ſerve my turn; the Paſſads he 
reſpects not, the Duelle he regards not; his diſgrace 
is to be call'd boy; but his glory is to ſubdue men. 
Adieu valour, ruſt rapier, be ſtill drum, for your 
manager is in love; yea, he loveth. Aſſiſt me ſome 
extemporal God of rhime, for I am ſure I ſhall turn 
ſonnet. Deviſe wit, write pen, for I am for Whole 
volumes in folio. [Ex. 
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AT H. 8GENZE I. 


Before the King of Navarre's palace. 


Enter the Princeſs of France, Roſaline, Maria, Ca- 
therine, Boyet, Lords and ether attendants. 


BO VY Ex. 
O W, madam, ſummon up your deareſt 
ſpirits, 


Conſider whom the King your father 
ſends; 
To whom he ſends, and what's his em- 
baſſy. 
Your ſelf, held precious in the world's eſteem, | 
To parley with the ſole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 
Matchleſs Nawarre ; the plea of no leſs weight 
Than Agquitain, a dowry for a Queen. 
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 
As nature was in making graces dear, 
When ſhe did ſtarve the general world beſide, 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 
Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but mean, 
Needs not the painted flouriſh of your praiſe ; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 
Not utter'd by baſe ſale of chapmen's tongues. 
I am leſs proud to hear you tell my worth, 
Than you much willing to be counted wiſe, 
In ſpending thus your wit in praiſe of mine. 
But now to task the tasker; good Boyer, 
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noiſe abroad, Nawarre hath made a vow, 
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"Till painful ſtudy ſhall out- wear three years, 
No woman may approach his filent court 
Therefore to us ſeems it a needful courſe, 


Before we enter his forbidden gates, 


To know his plealure; and in that behalf, 
Bold of your worthineſs, we ſingle you 

As our beſt moving fair ſollicitor. 

Tell him the daughter of the King of Fance, 
On ſerious buſinels, craving quick diſpatch, 

I mportunes perſonal conference with his Grace. 
Haſte, fignthe ſo much, while we attend, 

Like humble-viſag'd ſutors, his high will. 


Bozet. Proud of imployment, willingly I go. [ Ext, 


Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is, 10; 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 
T hat are the vow-fellows with this virtuous Duke ? 
Lord. Longawille is one. 
Prin. Know you the man? 
Mar. I knew him, madam, at a marriage-feaſt, 
Between lord Pe: 7;ort and the beauteous heir 
Of Fagques Faukonbridge ſolemnized. 
In Nor mandy ſaw I this Longaville, 
A man of ſovereign parts he is eſteem'd, 
Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms, 
Nothing becomes him ill that he would well. 
The 3 ſoil of his fair virtue's gloſs, 
(If virtue's gloſs will ſtain with any ſoil,) 
Is a ſharp wit match'd with too blunt a will; 
Whoſe edge hath power to cut, whoſe will fill wills 
It ſhould ſpare none that come within his power. 
Prin. Some merry-mocking lord belike, ist ſo? 


Mar. They ſay ſo moſt, that moſt his humours know, 
Prin. Such ſhort-liv'd wits do wither as they grow. 


Who are the reſt? 


Cath. The young Dumaix, a well- accompliſtid youth, 


Of all that virtue love, for virtue lov'd. 

Moſt power to do moſt harm, leaſt knowing ill ; 
For he hath wit to make an ill ſhape good, 
And ſhape to win grace, tho' he had no wit. 


JI Hy An 
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And much too little of that good I ſaw, 
Is my report to his great worthinels. 

Roſa. Another of theſe ſtudents at that time 
Was there with him, as I have heard a truth ; 
Biron they call him : but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

I never ſpent an hour's talk withal. 

His eye begets occaſion for his wit; 

For every object that the one doth catch, 
The other turns to a mirth- moving jeſt, 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expoſitor) 
Delivers in ſuch apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite raviſhed ; 
So ſweet and voluble is his diſcourſe. 

Prin. God bleſs my ladies, are they all in love, 
That every one her own hath garniſhed 
With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praile ? 

Mar. Here comes Boyet. 


: Enter Boyet. 


Prin. Now, what admittance, Lord ? 
Boyet. Nawarre had notice of your fair approach 
And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all addreſt to meet you, gentle lady, 
Before I came : marry, thus much I've learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field, 
Like one that comes here to beſiege his court, 
"Than ſeek a diſpenſation for his oath, 
To let you enter his unpeopled houſe, 
Here comes Nawzarre. 


SENI. . 
Euter the King, Longaville, Dumain, Biron, and 
Attendants. 


King. Fair Princeſs, welcome to the court of Na- 
Barre. 


Prin. Fair I give you back again, and welcome I 
Ve not yet: the roof of this court is too high to 
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be yours, and welcome to the wide fields too baſe to be 
mine. 
King. You ſhall be welcome, Madam, to my court. 
Prin. I will be welcome then; conduct me thither. 
King. Hear me, dear Lady, I have ſworn an oath. 
Prin. Our Lady help my lord, he'll be forſworn. 
King. Not for the world, fair Madam, by my wall. 
Prin, Why, will ſhall break its will, and nothing ele. 
King. Your ladyſhip is ignorant what it is. 
Prin. Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were wiſe, 
Where now his knowledge muſt prove ignorance. 
I hear your Grace hath iworn out houſe-keeping : 
Tis deadly fin to keep that oath, my Lord; 
And fin to break it. 
But pardon me, I am too ſudden bold : 
To teach a teacher ill beſeemeth me. 
Vouchſaſe to read the purpoſe of my coming, 
And ſuddenly reſolve me in my ſuit. 
King. Madam, I will, if ſuddenly I may. 
Prin. You will the ſooner that I were away, 
For you'll prove perjur'd if you make me ay, 
Biren. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Roſ. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Biron. I know you did. 
Ro. How needleſs was it then to ask the queſtion ? ( 
Biron. You muſt not be ſo quick. 
Roſ. Lis long of you that ſpur me with ſuch queſtions, / 
Biron. Your wit's too hot, it ſpeeds too faſt, 'twill tire. C 
Roſ. Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 
Biron. What time a day ? * 
F 
O 


* 


Roſa. The hour that fools ſhould ask. 
Biron. Now fair befall your mask. 
Roſa. Fair fall the face it covers. 
Biron. And ſend you many lovers. 


Roja. Amen, ſo you be none. W 

| Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. T 
„ King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 

5 The payment of a hundred thouſand crowns ; Al 

Being but th' one half of an intire ſum, . M. 


Disburſed by my father in his wars. 
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But ſay that he, or we, as neither have, 
Receiv'd that ſum; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thouſand more; in ſurety of the which, 
One p 0! Aquitain is bound to us, 
Al: hough not valu'd to the mony's worth: 
If then the King your father will reſtore 
But that one half Wich is unſa'1sty'd, 
We will give up our right in Aquizarn, 
And hold fair friendſh p with his majeſty: 
But that it ſeems he little pur poleth, 
For here he doth demand to hae repaid 
An hundred thouſand crowns, aud not || demands 
One payment of an hundred 'houland crowns, 
To have his title hve in Aquiram; 
Which we much rather had depart withal, 
And have the mony by our father lent, 
Than Aquirain ſo gelded as it is. 
Dear Princeis, were not his requeſts io far 
From reafon's yielding, your fair {cif ſhould make 
A yielding 'gainſt ſome reaſon in my breaſt, 
And go well tatizfied to France again. 
Prin. ou do the King. my. father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In ſo unſeeming to confeſs receipt 
Of that which hath ſo faithfully been paid, 
King. 1 do protelt I never heard of it; 
And if you prove it, Ill repay it back, 
Or yield up Aquirain. 
Prin, We arreſt your word: 
Poyet, you can produce acquittances 
For ſuch a ſum, f. om ſpecial officers 
Of Charles his father. 

Ring. Satisſie me ſo. 

Boyer. So pleaſe your Grace, the packet is not como, 
Where that and other ſpecialties are bound: 
To-morrow you ſhall have a ſight of them. 

King. It ſhall ſuffice me; at which interview, 
All liberal reaſon I will yield unto: 

Mean time receive ſuch welcome at my hand, 
|| remembers, As 


- 


r 
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As honour withont breach of honour may 

Make tender of, to thy true worthineſs. 

You may not come, fair Princeſs, in my gates, 

But here without you ſhall be ſo receiv'd, 

As you ſhall deem your {elf lodg'd in my heart, 

Tho' io deny'd * fair harbour in my houſe: 

Your own good thoughts excuſe me, and farewel ; 

To-morrow we ſhall viſit you again. 
Prin. Sweet health and fair deſires comfort your Grace. 
King. Thy own wiſh, wiſh 1 thee, in every place. 

[ Exit. 

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own heart. 
Roſa I pray you do my commendations; 

] wou:d be glad to ſee it. 


Biron. I would you heard it groan. [ Exit. 
Dum. Sir, I pray you a word: what lady 1s that 
ſame ? 


Boyet. The heir of Alangon, Roſaline her name. 

Dum. A gallant lady; Monſieur fare you well. Exit. 

Long. I beſeech you a word: what is ſhe in white? 
Loyer, 


2 — — 
+ 


heard it groan. 

Roſa. Is the || fool fick ? 

Biron. Sick at the heart. 

Roſa. Alac k, let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good? 

Roſa. My pbyſick ſays ay. 

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye. 
Roſa. No poynt, with my Knife. 

Biron. Now God fave thy life. 

Roſa. And yours from long living. 
Biron. I cannot ſtay thankſgiving. [ Exit, 
Dum. Sir, ec. 


ſhe 1n white ? 


Boyet. A woman ſometimes, if you ſaw ber in the 


light. 


Long. 
* farther, Jou, ä 
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Boyet. She is an heir of Faulconbridge.“ 
Long. She is a moſt ſweet lady. 


Beyer. Not unlike Sir, that may be.. [Exit Long. 
1 


— 


— 


— 


_— 
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Long. Perchance light in the light: I defire her name. 
3 Boyer. She hath but one for her felt; to deüre that 
were a ſhame. 


ice. Long. Pray you Sir, whoſe daughter? 

ICE. Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 

xIt . Long. God's bleſſing on your beard. 

2aſt, Boyer. Good Sir, be not offended. 
She is an, &c. 

Exit. * Faulcenbriage, 

chat Long. Nay, my choler 1s ended: 
Sne is, c. 

8 + that may be. 

nite * Biron. What's her name in the cap? 

Boy et. 


Boyet. Katherine by good hap. f 
contacts Birom Is ſhe wedded or no? 

Boyer. To her will, Sir, or fo. 

Biron.You are welcome, Su: adieu. 

Boyer. Fare wel to me, Sir, and welcome to you. 

Exit Biron. 
Mar. That laſt is Biron, the merry mad - cap lord; 
Not a word with him but a jeſt. 
Boyet. And every jeſt but z word. 
Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his word. 


Boyet. I was as willing to grapple as he was to board. 
Mar. Two hot ſheeps, marry. 


cb. J Boyer. And wherefore not ſhips ? 
[EX/?- * No ſheep (1weet Lamb) unleſs we feed on your lips. 


Mar. You ſheep, and I paſture; ſhall that finiſhthe jeſt? 
Bayer. So you grant paſture for me. 
ia the Mar. Not ſo, gentle beaſt; 
My lips are no common, though ſeveral they be. 
Long Beyet. Belonging to whom ? 


Mayr. 


7 
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If my obſervation (which very ſeldom lyes 
By the heart's ſtill rhetorick, diſcloſed with eyes) 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected.* 
Roſa. Thou art an old love-monger, and ſpeakeſt 
Skilfully, * — | | 


A —__bR8 


Aay. To my fortunes and me. 

Prin. Good wits will be jangling; but gentles agree, 
This civil war of wits were much better us'd 
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here tis abus'd. 

Boyet. If my, &c. 

1 is infected. 

Prin. With what? 

Boyet. With that which we lovers intitle affected. 

Prin. Your reaſon? 

Boyet. Why all his behaviours. did make their retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough deſire: 
His heart like an agat with your print impreſſed; 
Proud with his form, in bis eye pride expreſſed: 
His tongue all impatient to ſpeak and not ſee, 

Did ſtumble with haſte in his eye-light. to be: 
All ſendes to that ſeaſe did make their repair, 


Io feel only looking on faireſt of fair; 


Methought all his ſenſes were lock'd in his eye, 

As jewels in cryſtal for ſome Prince to buy; | 

Who tendring their own worth from whence they were 

laſt, 

Did BE... out to buy them, along as you paſt, 

His tace's own magent did quote ſuch amazes, 

That all eyes ſaw his eyes inchanted with gazes: _ 

III give you Aquitain, and all that is his, Eat 

And you give him for my ſake but one loving kiſs. - 
Prin. Come to our pavilion, Boyer is diſpos d. 
Beyer. But to ſpeak that in words which his eye hath 

diſclos'd ; / 

] only have made a mouth of his eye, 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lye. 

Roſ. Thou art, Cc. 


Mar. 
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Mar. He is Cupid's grandfather, and learns news of 
him. 

Roſa. Then was Venns like her mother, for her father 

is but grim. 

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 

Mar. No. 

Boyet. What then, do you ſee? 

Roſa. Ay, our way to be gone. 

Boyet. Yau are too hard for me. Exeunt. 


; ACT HEL SUBNET 
| The P ARK. 


| Enter Armado and Moth. 
a & IF g $ Q--N CG: 
y ARMADO, 


=; ARBLE, child, make paſſionate my 
5 ſenſe of hearing. 

Moth. Concoline i 
Arm. Sweet air; go tenderneſs of 


years: take this key, give inlargement 
to the Swain; bring him feſtinately hi- 


ther : I muſtemploy him in a letter to my love. 


Try Maſter, will you win your love with a French 


— 
— 
. 
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ere 


awl? 
Arm. How mean'ſt thou, brawling in French ? 
Moth. No, my compleat Maſter, but to jig off a tune 
M the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, hu— 
Wour it with turning up your. eye-lids ; ſigh a note and 
g a note, ſometimes through the throat; if you 
FWalow'd love with ſinging, love ſometime through 
W< noſe, as if you ſnuft up love by ſmclling love, 
with 
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with your hat penthouſe-like o'er the ſhop of your 
eyes, with your arms croſt on your thinbelly doublet, 
(like a rabbet-on a ſpit) or your hands in your pocket, 
like a man after the old painting, and keep not too 
long in one tune, but a ſnip and away : theſe are com- 
plements, theſe are humours, theſe betray nice wenches 
that would be betray'd without theſe, and make the 
men of note: do you note men that are moſt affected 
to theſe? 

Arm. How haſt thou purchas'd this experience? 

Moth. By my pen of obſervation. 

Arm. But O, but O 

Moth. The hobby - hor ſo- is forgot. 

Arm. Call'ſt thou my love hobby- horſe? 

Moth. No maſter, the hobby-horſe is but a colt, and 
your love perhaps a hackney: but have you forgot 
your love? 

Arm. Almoſt I had. 

Moth. Negligent ſtudent, learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 

Mosh. And out of heart, maſter : all thoſe three I 
will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove? 

Moth. A man, if I live. (And this) &, in, and 0: 
of : upon the inſtant: by heart you love her, danſe 
your heart cannot come by her: in heart you love 
her, becauſe your heart is in love with her; and t 
of heart you love her, being out of heart that you can- 
not enjoy her. | 

Arm. I am all theſe three. 

Moth. And three times as much more; and yet no- 
thing at all. | 
| Arm. Fetch hither the ſwain, he muſt carry me? 
letter. N 
Noth A meſſage well ſympathiz d; a horſe to be 
embaſſador for an aſs. 

Arm. Ha, ha; what ſay'ſt thou? | 

Moth. Marry Sir, you muſt ſend the aſs upon the hof 
Aar he is very flow gaited : but I go. 

Arm. The way is but ſhort, away, 
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Moth. As ſwWift as lead, Sir, 
Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull and flow ? 
Moth. Minime honeſt maſter, or rather maſter no. 
Arm. | ſay lead is flow, 
Moth. You are too ſwift Sir, to fay fo. 

Is that lead Now, Sir, which is ficd from a pun? 
Arm. Sweet ſmoak of rhetorick ? 


He reputes me a cannon, and the bullet that's he? 
I ſhoot thee at the ſwain. 


Moth, Thump then, and I fly. Exit. 
Arm. A moſt acute Juvenile, voluble and free of 
grace? 


By thy favour, ſweet welkin, I muſt ſigh in thy face. 
Moſt rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 
My herald is return'd. 


SCENE. IL 


Enter Moth and Coſtard. * 


Arm. 1 give thee thy liberty, ſer thee from durance, 
and in lieu thereof impoſe on thee nothing but this; 
bear 


W- 


- and Coſtard. 
Moth. A wonder, maſter, here's a Coffard broken in 
a ſhin. | 

Arm. Some enigma, ſome riddle, come, thy Fenvey 

begin. 

Coſt. No egma, no riddle, no Fenvey, no falve, in 
the male, Sir. O Sir, plantan, a plain plantan; no /envey, 
r.0 Penvoy, or ſalve, Sir, but plantan. 

Arm. By vertue thou enforceit laughter, thy filly 
thought, my ſpicen, the heaving of my lungs provokes + 
me to ridiculous ſmiling: O pardon me my ſtars, doth 
the inconfiderate take ſalve tor Penvoy, and the word 
t envoy for a ſalve? | 

Meth. Do:h the viſe think them other, is not "en oy 
3 lilve ? 


B 2 rm. 
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with your hat penthouſe-like o'er the ſhop of your 
eyes, with your arms croſt on your thinbelly doublet, 
(like a rabbet on a ſpit) or your hands in your pocket, 
like a man after the old painting, and keep not too 
long in one tune, but a ſnip and away : theſe are com- 
plements, theſe are humours, theſe betray nice wenches 
that would be betray'd without theſe, and make the 
men of note: do you note men that are moſt affected 
to theſe ? 

Arm. How haſt thou purchas'd this experience? 
Moth. By my pen of obſervation. 

Arm. But O, but O 

Moth. The hobby-horſeis forgot. 

Arm. Call'ſt thou my love hobby-horſe ? 

Mot h. No maſter, the hobby-horſe is but a colt, and 
your love perhaps a hackney: but have you forgot 
your love? 

Arm. Almoſt I had. 
Moth. Negligent ſtudent, learn ber by heart. 


Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 
Mosh. And out of heart, maſter : all thoſe three I 


will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove? 

Moth. A man, if I live. (And this) 6y, in, and ou: 
F: upon the inſtant: by heart you love her, becauic 
your heart cannot come by her: in heart you love 


not enjoy her. 
Arm. I am all theſe three. 


her, becauſe your heart is in love with her; and t 
of heart you love her, being out of heart that you can- 


Moth. And three times as much more; and yet no- 


thing art all. 


Arm. Fetch hither the ſwain, he muſt carry me 3 


letter. 


e in baſſador for an aſs. 
Arm. Ha, ha; what ſay'ſt thou? 


Moth. Marry Sir, you muſt ſend the aſs upon the hor{ 4 


ar he is very flow gaited : but I go. 
Arm. The way is but ſhort, away, 
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Moth. As ſwift as lead, Sir. 
Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull and flow ? 
Moth. Minime honeſt maſter, or rather maſter no. 
Arm. | ſay lead is flow. 
Moth. You are too ſwift Sir, to fay fo. 

Is that lead Now, Sir, which is fic'd from a gun? 
Arm. Sweet ſmoak of rhetorick ? 

He reputes me a cannon, and the bullet that's he? 

I ſhoot thee at the ſwain. 


Moth, Thump then, and I fly. Exit. 
Arm. A moſt acute Juvenile, voluble and free of 
grace? 


By thy tavour, ſweet welkin, I muſt ſigh in thy face. 
Moſt rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 
My herald is return'd. 


SCENE IL 


Enter Moth and Coſtard. * 


Arm. I give thee thy liberty, ſer thee from durance, 
and in lieu thereof impoſe on thee nothing but this ; 
bear 


* and Coſtard. 
Moth. A wonder, maſter, here's a Caſtard broken in 
a ſhin. 5 
Arm. Some enigma, ſome riddle, come, thy Penvey 
begin. . 

Coſt. No egma, no riddle, no PFenvey, no falve, in 
the male, Sir. O Sir, plantan, a plain plantan; no Len. 
no Penvoy, or ſalve, Sir, but plantan. 

Arm. By vertue thou entorceit laughter, thy filly 
thought, my ſpleen, the heaving of my lungs provokes «+ 
me to ridiculous ſmiling: O pardon me my ſtars, doth 
the inconfiderate take ſalve tor Lenvcy, and the word 
{entoy for a ſalve? | 

Moth. Do:h the viſe think them other, is not let oy 
a lilve ? 


B 2 Arm * 
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bear this ſignificant to the country-maid Faquenetta ; 
there is remuneration, for the beſt ward of mine ho- 
nours 


„ 


Arm. No page, it is an epilogue or diſcourſe, to 
make plain 
Some obſcure precedence that hath tofore been ſain. 
I will example it. Now will I begin your moral, and 
do you follow with my Þ envoy. 
The fox, the ape, and the humble- bee, 
Were {till at odds, being but three. 
There's the moral, now the Þ envey. 
Moth. I will add the Penvey; fay the moral again, 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were ſtill at odds, being but three. 
Moth. Until the gooſe came out of door, 
And ſtay'd the odds by adding four. 
A gocd I envoy, ending in the gooſe; would you de- 
fire more? 
Coſt. The boy hath fold him a bargain; a gooſe that's 
flat. 
Sir, your penny-worth is good, an your gooſe be fat. 
To ſell a bargain well is as cunning as faſt and looſe. 
Let me ſee a fat envoy, I that's a fat gooſe, 
Arm. Come hither, come hither; 
How did this argument begin? 
Moth. By ſaying that a Coſtard was broken in a ſhin. 
Then call'd you for a envoy. 
Coft. True, and I for a plantan ; 
Thus came the argument in; 
Then the boy's fat J envoy, the gooſe that you bought, 
And he ended the market. | 
Arm. But tell me; how was there a Coſtard broken 
ina ſhin? 
Moth. I will tell you ſenſibly. 
Co. Thou haſt no feeling of it, Moth, 
I will ſpeak ghat envoy. 
i Cotard running out, that was ſafely within, 
elt over the threſhold, and broke my ſhin, 
Arm. 
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nours is rewarding my dependants. Moth, — 
Exit. 
Moth, Like the ſequel I. Signior Caſtard adieu. | Exit. 
Coſt. My ſweet ounce of man's fleſh, my in-cony 
Few: now will 1 look to his remuneration, Remu- 
neration, O, that's the Latin word for three farthings : 
three farthings remuneration: what's the price of this 
incle? a penny. No, I'!l give you a remuneration : 
why? it carries its remuneration? why? it is a fairer 
name than a Freach-crown, I will never buy and ſe! 
our of this word. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Biron. 


Biron. O my good knave Coftard, exceedingly wel. 
mer. 
Coſt. Pray you, Sir, how much carnation ribbon may 
a man buy tor a remuneration ? 
Biron. What is a remuneration ? 
Coſt. Marry, Sir, half- penny farthing. 
Biron. O, why then three farthings worth of ſilk. 
Coſt. I thank your worſhip, God be with you. 
Biron. O ſtay flave, I mult employ thee: 
As thou wilt win my favour, my good knave, 
Do one thing for me that I ſhall intreat, 
Coſt. When would you have it done, Sir? 


Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. 

Coſt. Tall there be more matter in the ſhin. 

Arm. Sirrah, Coſtard, I will enfranchiſe thee. 

Coſt. O marry me to one Francis, I ſmeil ſome len- 
voy, ſome gooſe in this, 

Arm. By my {ſweet ſoul I mean ſetting thee at liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming thy perſon; thou wert immur'd, re- 
ſtrained, captivated, bound. 

Coſt, True, true, and now you will be my purgation, 
and let me looſe. 

Arm, I give, ec. 


B 3 Biron. 
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But being watch'd, that it may ſtill go right. 
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Biron. O this afternoon, 
Coſt. Well, 1 will do it Sir: fare you well. 
Biron. O thou knowelt not what it is. 
Co t I ſill know, Sir, when I have done it. 
Biron. Why villain, thou muſt know firſt, 
Coſt. I will come to your worſhip to-morrow morn- 
ing. 
iron. It muſt be done this afternc on. 
Hat k flave, it is but this: 
The Princeſs comes to hunt here in the park; 
And in her train there is a gentle lady; 
When tongues {peak ſweetly, then they name her name, 
And Raſaline they call her; ask for her, 
And to her fert hand ſee thou do commend 
This ſeald up counſel. There's thy guerdon; go. 
Coſe. Guerdon, O ſweet guerdon, better than remu- 
neration, eleven pence farthing better: moſt ſweer 
guerdon. I will do it, Sir, in print. Guerdon, remu- 
neration. Exia. 
Biroen. O! ard I forſooth in love, 
I that have been love's Whip; 
A very bead'e to a humorous figh - 
A critick ; nay, a night-watch conſtable, 
A dominecring pedant o'er the boy, 
Than whom ro mortal more magnificent, 
This whimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy, 
This Signior Funio, giant dwarf, Dan Cupid, 
Regent of love-rhim:s, lord of folded arms, 
Th' anointed Sovereign of {ighs and groans: 
Leige of all loyterers and malecontents : 
Dread Prince of plackets, King of codpieces, 
Sole imperator, and great general 
Of trotting parators (O my little heart !) 
And I to be a corporal of his field, 
And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop! 
What? I love! I ſue! I ſeek a wife, 
A woman, that is like a German clock, 
Still a repairing; ever out of frame, 
And never going aright, bcing a watch, 


Nay 
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Nay to be perjur'd, which is worſt of all: 
And among three, to love the worſt of all, 
A whitely wanton with a velvet brow, 
| With two pitch-bal!ls ſtuck in her face for eyes, 
vr Ay, and by heav'n, one that will do the deed, 
Tho' Argus were her eunuch and her guard; 
And J to ſigh tor her! to warch for her! 
To pray for her! go to: it is a phgue 
That Cupid will impoſe for my neglect 
Of his almighty, dreadful, itte, might. 
Well 1 wi.l love, write, 65h, pray, ſue and groan: 
Some men muſlt love my lad y, and ſome Joan. [ Exit. 
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Ar N. SCENE EL 


Pavilion in the Park near the Palace. 


Enter the Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, Catherine, Lom, 
Attendants, and a Foreſter. 


PRINCESS. 


As that the King that ſpur'd his hot ſe 
7 ſo hard 
Againſt the ſteep upriſing of the hill? 
Boyet. I know not, but 1 think it was 
NILS | not he. 
8 * Prin, Who-c'er he was, he ſhew'd a 
AND WL Se mounting mind. 
Well lords, ro-day we ſhall bave our diſpatch, 
On Saturday we will return to France. 
Then Foreſter, my friend, where is the buſh, 
That we muſt ſtand and play the murtherer in? 
Nay For, Here by, upon _ _ of yonder coppice, 
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A ſtand where you may make the faireſt ſhoot *. 


2 8 — 


*.— the faireſt ſhoot. 
Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that ſhoor, 
And thereupon thou ſpeak'ſt the faireſt ſhoot. 
For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not ſo. 
Pris. wel what? firſt praiſe me, then again 
ay no, 
© ſhort-liv'd pride not fair? alack for woe! 
For. Ves madam, fair. 
Prin. Nay, never paint me now, 
Where fair is not, praiſe cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glaſs, take this for telling true; 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 
For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit. 
Prin. See, ſee, my beauty will be ſav'd by merit. 
O hereſy in fair, fir for theſt days, 
A giving hand, though foul, ſhall have fair praiſe, 
But come, the bow: now mercy goes to kill, 
And ſhooting well, is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I fave my credit in the ſhoot, 
Not wounding, pity would not let me do't ; 
If wounding, then it was to ſhew my skill, 
That more tor praiſe than purpoſe meant to kill, 
And out of queltion, ſo it is ſometimes, 
Glory grows guilty of deteſted crimes, 
When for fame's ſake, for praiſe an outward part, | 
We bend to that the working of the heart, | | 
As J for praiſe alone now ſeek to {pill 
The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill. 
Beyet. Do not curſt wives hold that ſelf. ſovereignty 
Only for praiſe ſake, when they ſtrive to be 
Lords o'er their lords? 
Prin. Only for praiſe, and praiſe we may afford 
To any lady that ſubdues her lord. 
Enter Coſtard. 
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Enter Coſtard. 


Boyet. Here comes a member of the common- wealth. * 
Coſt. I have a letter from Monſieur Biroz, to one 
lady Roſaline. 
Prin, O thy letter, thy letter; he's a good friend 
of mine. 
Stand aſide, good bearer. Boyer, you can carve, 
Break up this capon. 
 Boyet. I am bound to ſerve, 
This letter is miſtook, it importeth none here; 
It is writ to Faquenetta. 
Prin. We will read it, I ſwear. 
Break the neck of the wax, and every one givecar. 


Boyet reads, 


heaven, that thou art fair, is moſt infallible x 
true that thou art beauteous; truth it ſelf that 
thou art lovely; more fairer than fair, beautiful than 
beauteous ; truer than truth itſelf; have commiſera— 
tion on thy heroical vaſſal. The magnanimous and 
moſt illuſtrate King Cophetua ſer eye upon the perni- 


— — _ 


1 common- wealth. 
Coſt. God dig-you-den all, pray you which is the 
head lady? 


Prin. Thou ſhalt know her, fellow, by the reſt that 
have no heads. | 
Coſt. Which is the greateſt lady, the higheſt? 
Prin. The thickeſt and the talleſt. 
Ceſt, The thickeſt and the talleſt? it is fo, truth is 
truth. 


An your waiſt, miſtreſs, were as ſlender as my wit, 
One of theſe maids girdles for your waiſt ſhould be fir. 


Are not you the chief woman? you are the thickeſt 
bere. 
Prin. What's your will, Sir, what's your will? 
Coſf. I have, &c. 
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cious and indubitate beggar Zenelophon ; and he it was 
that might rightly ſay, veni, vidi, vici; which to ana- 
tomize in the vulgar, (O baſe and obſcure vulgar !) 
videlicet, he came, ſa and overcame: he came one, 
ſaw two, overcame three. Who came? the King. 
Why did he come? to ſee. Why did he ſee? to o- 
vercome. To whom came he? to the beggar. What 
faw he? the beggar. Who overcame he? the beggar. 
The concluſion is victory; on whoſe ſide? the King's; 
the captive is inrich'd : on whoſe fide ? the beggar's, 
The caraſtrophe is a nuptial: va whoſe fide? the 
King's? no, on both in one, or one in both: I am 
the King, (for ſo ſtands the compariſon) thou the 
beggar, for ſo witneſſeth thy lowlineſs. Shall I com- 
mand thy love? I may. Shall I enforce thy love? I 
could. Sha'! I entreat thy love? I will. What ſhalt 
thou exchange for rags ? robes ; for tittles? titles; for 
thy ſelf ? me. Thus expecting thy reply, I prophane 
my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my 
keart on thy every part. 


Thine in the deareſt deſign of induſiry, 


Don Adriano de Armado, 


Thus doſt thou hear the Nemean lion roar 
'Gainſt thee thou lamb, that Randeſt as his prey? 
Submiſſive fall his princely feet before, 
And he from forage will incline to play. 
But if thou ſtrive (poor ſoul) what art thou then? 
Food for his rage, repaſture for his den. 
Prin. What plume of feathers is he that indited this 
letter ? | 
What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear 
better ? 
Boyet. T am much deceived, but I remember the ſtile. 
Prin. Elſe your memory is bad, going o'er it ere while. 
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in 
court, | 
A phantaſme, a monarcho, and one that makes ſport. 
To.the Prince and tis book mates ; | 
| - Prin, 
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Prin. Thou fellow, a word. 
Who gave thee this letter? 

Coſt. I told you, my lord, 

Prin. To whom ſhould'ſt-thou give it? 

Coſt. From my lord to my lady. 

Prin. From which lord to which lady? 

Coſt. From my lord Berown, a good maſter of mine 
To a lady of France that he called Roſaline. 

Prin. Thou haſt miſtaken his letter. Comelords away. 
Here ſweet, put up this, 'twill be thine another day.* 

Exeunt. 


SCENE 


*.——another day. 
Biayet. Whois the ſhooter? who is the ſhooter ? 

Roſa. Shall I teach you to know? 

Beyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 

Roſa, Why ſhe that bears the bow. Finely put off. 

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns, but if thou marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miſcarry. 
Finely put on. 

Roſa. Well then, I am the ſhooter. 

Boyer. And who is your deer? 

Roſa. If we chuſe by horns, your ſelf; come not 

near. 
Finely put on indeed: 6 

Mar. You ſtill wrangle with her, Boyer, and ſhe 

ſtrikes at the brow. 

Boyer. But ſhe her felt is hit lower. Have I hit 

her now.? 

Roſa. Shall I come upon thee with an old fay- 
ing, that was a man when King Pippin of France was 
a little boy, as touching the hit it. 

Boyet. So I may anſwer thee with one as old, 
that was a woman When Queen Guinover of Britain 
was a little wench, as touching the hit ir. 

Roſa. Thou can't not bit ir, hit it, hit it. 

Thou can'ſt not hit ir, my good man. 
Boyer. I cannot, cannot, cannot. 


And cannot, another can. Exit Roſa. 
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cious and indubitate beggar Zenelophon ; and he it was 
that might rightly ſay, veni, vidi, vici; which to ana- 
tomize in the vulgar, (O baſe and obſcure vulgar !) 
videlicet, he came, ſaw and overcame: he came one, 
ſaw two, overcame three. Who came? the King. 
Why did he come? to ſee. Why did he ſ{ee? to o- 
vercome. To whoin came he? to the beggar. Whar 
faw he? the beggar. Who overcame he? the beggar. 
The concluſion is victory; on whoſe ſide? the King's; 
the captive is inrichd: on whoſe ſide? the beggar's, 
The cataſtrophe is a nuptial : va whoſe fide? the 
King's? no, on both in one, or one in both: I am 
the King, (for ſo ſtands the compariſon) thou the 
beggar, for ſo witneſſeth thy lowlineſs. Shall I com- 
mand thy love? I may. Shall I enforce thy love? I 
could. Sha'! I entreat thy love? I will. What ſhalt 
thou exchange for rags ? robes ; for tittles? titles; for 
thy ſelf ? me. Thus expecting thy reply, I prophane 
my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my 
heart on thy cvery part. 


Wine in the deareſt deſign of induſtry, 


Don Adriano de Armado. 


Thus doſt thou hear the Nemean lion roar 
'Gainſt thee thou lamb, that ſtandeſt as his prey? 
Submiſſive fall his princely feet before, 
And he from forage will incline to play. 
But if thou ſtrive (poor ſoul) what art thou then? 
Food for his rage, repaſture for his den. 
Prin. What plume of feathers is he that indited this 
letter? 
What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear 
better ? 
Boyet. I am much deceived, but I remember the ſtile. 
Prin. E\ſ: your memory is bad, going o'er it ere while. 
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in 
court, | 
A phantaſme, a monarcho, and one that makes ſport 
To the Prince and tis book- mates . | 
| E Prin. 
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Prin. Thou fellow, a word. 
Who pave thee this letter ? 
Coſt. I told you, my lord, 
Prin. To whom ſhould'ſt-thou give it? 
Coſt. From my lord to my lady. 
Prin. From which lord to which lady? 
Coſt. From my lord Berown, a good maſter of mine, 
To a lady of France that he called Roſaline. 
Prin. Thou haſt miſtaken his letter. Comelords away. 
Here ſweet, put up this, twill be thine another day.“ 
Exeunt. 
SCENE 


another day. 
Bayet. Who is the ſhooter? who is the ſhooter ? 

Roſa. Shall I teach you to know? 

Beyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 

Roſa. Why ſhe that bears the bow. Finely put off. 

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns, but if thou marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miſcarry. 
Finely put on. 

Roſa. Well then, I am the ſhooter. 

Boyer. And who is your deer ? 

Ro/a. If we chuſe by horns, your ſelf; come not 

near. 
Finely- put on indeed: | 

Mar. You ſtill wrangle with her, Boyer, and ſhe 

ſtrikes at the brow. 

Boyer. But ſhe her felt is hit lower. Have I hit 

her now? 

Roſa. Shall I come upon thee with an old fay- 
ing, that was a man when King Pippin of France was 
a little boy, as touching the hir it. 

Boyer. So | may anſwer thee with one as old, 
that was a woman When Queen Guinover of Britain 
was a little wench, as touching the hit ir, 

Roſa. Thou can'ſt not hit it, hit it, hit it. 

Thou can'ſt not hit it, my good man. 

Boyet. I cannot, cannot, cannot. 


An cannot, another can. [Exit Roſa. 


36 Lovr's Labonr's loſt. 
SCENE II. 
[ Shout within.) 
Enter Dull, Holofernes, and Nathaniel. 
Nath. ERY reverent ſport truly, and done ia 


the teſtimony of a good conſcience. 


—_— 


SS 


Coſt. By my troth moſt pleaſant, how both did 


fic it. 
Mar. A mark marvellous well ſhot; for they both 


did hit it. 
Beyet. A mark, O mark but that mark! a marx 
ſays my lady; 


Let the mark have a prick in't, to meet at, if it 


Lord, Lord! how the ladies and I have put him down. 


may be. 
Mar. Wide o'th' bow-hand, i' faith your hand is out. 


Coſt. Indeed a' mult ſhoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hit 


the clout. 
Doyer. And if my hand. be out, then belike your 


hand is in. 


Coſt. Then will ſne get the upſhot by cleaving the 


pin. 


Mar. Come, come, you talk greaſily, your lips 


grow foul. 
Co. She's too hard for you at pricks, Sir, chal- 


N lenge her to bowl. 


Boyet. I fear too much rubbing; good night, my 


ood owl. 
Coſt. By my ſoul a ſwain, a moſt fimple clown. 


O' my troth moſt ſweet jeſts, moſt incony vulgar wit, 
When it comes ſo fmoorhly off, ſo obſcenely, as it 


were, ſo fit. 


Armado o th' one fide, O a moſt dainty man. 
To ſee him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan; 
To ſee him kiſs his hand, and how moſt ſweetly he 


will ſwear: Hol. 
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Hol. The deer was (as you know) /angnts in blood, 
ripeas a pomwater, who now hangeth like a jewel in 
the car of Calo the sky, the welkin, the heay'n, and 
anon falleth like a crab on the face of Terra, the ſoil, 
the land, the earth. 

Nath. Truly maſter Holofernes, the epithets are 
ſweetly varied like a ſcholar ar the leaſt: but, Sir, I 
aſſure ye, it was a buck of the firſt head. 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, haud credo. 

Dull. Twas not a hand credo, twas a pricket. 

Hol. Moſt barbarous intimation ; yet a kind of in- 
finuation, as it were in via, in way of explication fa- 
cere, as it were replication, or rather offentare, to ſhow 
as-it were his inclination after his undreſſed, unpoliſhed, 
uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or rather unlettered, 
or rathereſt unconfirmed faſhion, to inſert again my 
haud credo for a deer. | 

Dull. I ſaid the deer was not a haud credo, *twas a 
pricket. 

Hol. Twice ſod ſim plicity, 67s coctus; O thou mon- 
ſter ignorance, how deformed doſt thou look ? 

Nath. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties thar 
are bred in a book. He hath nor eat paper as it 
were; he hath not drunk ink. His intelle& is nor re- 
pleniſned. He is only an animal, only ſenſible in the 
duller parts; and ſuch barren plants are ſet before us, 
that we thankful ſhould be; which we taſte, and feel- 
ing, are for thoſe parts that do fructifie in us more 
than he. 

For as it would il! become me to be vain, indiſcreer, 
or a fool; 

So were there a patch ſet on learning, to ſee him in 
a ſchool, 


CY —_ — 
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And his page o' t'other fide, that handful of wit, 


Ah heav'ns! it is a moſt pathetical nit. 


So wla, fowla ! [ Exeunt, 
SCENE II. 
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But omne bene ſay I, being of an old father's mind, 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. 
Dull. You two are book- men; can you tell by your 
wir, 
What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not five 
weeks old as yet? | 

Hol. Dictinna good- man Dull, Dictinna good-man 
Dull. 

Dull. What is Dictinna? 

Nath. A title to Phetbe, to Luna, to the Moon. 

Hol. The moon was a month old when Adam was 

no more, 
And rought not to five weeks when he came to fiveſcore, 
Th' alluſion holds in the exchange. 

Dull. Tis true indred, the colluſion holds in the ex- 
change. 

Hol. God comfort thy capacity, I fay the alluſion 
holds in the exchange. 

Dull. And I fay the pollution holds in the exchange; 
for the moon is never but a month old; and I ſay be- 
ſide that *twas a pricket that the Princeſs kiil'd. 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal e- 
pitaph on the death of the deer, and to humour the 
ignorant, I have. called the deer the Princeſs. kill'd; a 

ricket. 
F Nath. Perge good maſter Holofernes, perge, ſo it ſhall 
pleaſe you ro abrogate ſcurrility. 

Hol. I will ſomething affect the letter, for it argues 
facility. 

The praiſeful Princeſs pierc d and pricłt 
A. pretty pleaſing pricket. | 
Some ſay a ſore, but not a ſore, 
"Till now made ſore with ſhooting. 
The dogs did yell, put L to fore, 
Then ſorrel jumpt from thicket ; 
Or pricket-ſore, or elſe ſorel, 
The people fall a kooting. 
ſore be ſore, then L to ſore, 
Make fifty ſores, O ſorel? 
Of one fore I an hundred make, 
By adding but one more I. Na th. 
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Nath. A rare talent! | 

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws him 
with a talent. 

Hol. This is a gift that I have, ſimple, ſimple; a 
fooliſh extravagant ſpirit, full of for ms, figures, ſhapes, 
objects, ideas, apptehenſions, motions, revolutions; 
Theſe are begot in the ventricle of memory, nouriſh'd 
in the womb of pia mater, and deliver'd upon the 
mellowing of occation ; but the gitt is good in thoſe 
in whom it is acute, and I am thankful for it. 

Nath. Sir, I praiſe the lord for you, and ſo may my 
pariſhioners, for their ſons are well tutor'd by you, 
and their daughters profit very greatly under you; you 
are a good member of the common-wealth. 

Hol. Mehercle, if their Sons be ingenuous, they ſhal 
want no inſtruction: if their daughters be capable, 1 
will put it to them. But vir ſapit, qui pauca loquitur; 
a ſoul feminine ſaluteth us. 


SCENE, HE 


Exter- Jaquenetta and. Coſtard. 


7aq. God give you good-morrow, malter parſon.“ 
Good maſter parſon be ſo good as to read me this let- 
ter; it was given me by Coſfard, and ſent me from 
Don Armatho. I beſeech you read it. 

Nath. Fauſte precor gelida quando pecus omne ſub um- 
bra ruminat, and ſo forth. Ah good old Mantuan, I 
may ſpeak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice; Ve- 


—— maſter par ſon. 

Hol. Maſter par ſon, quaſi perſon. And if one 
ſnould be pierc'd, which is the one? 

Coſt. Marry maſter {choo!-maſter, he that is likeſt 
to a hogſhead. 

Hol. Of piercing a hogſnhead, a good cluſter of. 
conceit in a tuft of earth, fire enough for a flint, 
pearl enough for a ſwine : Tis pretty, it is well. 

Jag. Good maiter, Oc. 
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nechi, venache a, qui non te vide, i non te piaech. Old 
Mantuan, old Mantuan. W ho underſtandeth thee not, 
loves thee not. ut re ſol la mi fa. 

Hol. Under pardon, Sir, what are the contents ? or 
rather, as Horace ſays in his: What! my ſoul! 
verſes ! 

Nath. Ay Sir, and very learned. 

Hol. Let me hear a ſtaff, a ſtanza, a verſe ; Lege, 
Dome. 

Nath. If love make me forſworn, how ſhall I ſwear 

to love ? 

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow'd ; 
Though to my ſelf tor{worn, to thee Ill faithful prove, 

Thoſe thoughts ro me were oaks, to thee like oliers. 

bow'd. 
Study his biaſs leaves, and make his book thine eyes, 
Where all thoſe pleaſures live, that art would com- 


rehend : 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee ſhall ſuffice, 


Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee 


commend. 


All ignorant that Soul, that ſees thee without wonder: 


Which is to me ſome praiſe, that I thy parts ad- 

mire ; 

Thy 2 Fove's lightuing bears, thy voice is dread- 
ul thunder ; 

Which not to anger bent, is muſick and ſweet fire. 
Celeſtial as thou art, Oh pardon, love, this wrong, 
That ſings heav'ns praiſe with ſuch an earthly tongue. 
Hol. You find not the Apo/irophes, and ſo miſs the 

accent. Let me ſuperviſe the cangenet. 

Nath. Here are only numbers ratify'd, but for the 
elegancy, facility, and goiden cadence of poeſie carer : 
Ovidius Naſo was the man. And why indeed Nao, 
but for {ſmelling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy? 
the jerks of invention imitary is nothing: ſo doth the 
hound his maſter, the ape his keeper, the tir'd horſe his 
rider: But Damoſella Virgin, was this directly to you? 

Faq. Ay Sir, from one Monſieur Biron, one of the 


ſtrange Queen's lords. 
Nath. 
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Nath. I will overglance the ſuperſcript. To the ſnow- 
white hand of the mo/t beauteous lady Roſaline. I will 
look again on the intelle& of the letter, for the nomi- 
nation of the party writing, to the perſon written 
unto. 


Your Ladyſhip's in all defir'd employment, Biron. 


Dull. Sir Holofernes, this Biron is one of the vo- 
taries with the King, and here he hath framed a letter to 
a ſequent of the ſtranger Queen's, which accidenrally 
or by the way of progreſſion hath miſcarry'd. Trip 
and go my ſweet ; deliver this paper into the hand of 


the King; it may concern much; ſtay not thy com- 


plement ; I forgive thy duty: adieu. 
14757 Good Coſtard go with me. Sir, God ſave your 
ife, | 

Cof?. Have with thee, my girl. [Exe. Coſt. and Jaq. 

Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, 
very religiouſly: and as a certain father ſaith 

Hol. Sir, tell not me of the father, Ido fear colour- 
able colours. But to return to the verſes : did they 
pleaſe you, Sir Nathaniel? 

Nath. Marvelous well for the pen. | 

Hol, 1 do dine to-day at the father's of a certain pu- 
pil of mine; where if ( being repaſt ) it ſhall pleaſe 
you to gratific the table with a grace, I will on my 
privilege I have with the parents of the aforeſaid child 
or Pupil, undertake your ben venuto, where will I 
prove thoſe verſes to be very unlearned, neither ſa- 
ey, of poetry, wit or invention, I beſeech your 
ociety. | 

Nath. And thank you too: for ſociety (faith the 
text) is the happineſs of life. 

Hol. And certes the text moſt infallibly concludes it. 
S'r, I do invite you too; you ſhall not ſay me nay: 


Pauca verba. way, the gentles are at their game, 
and we will to our recreation, [Exeaunt. 
SCENE 


Love's Labour's loft. 
S CEN I IV. 


Euter Biron with a paper in his hand, alone. 


Biron. The King is hunting the deer, I am courfinp 
my ſeit. They have pitcht a toil, I am toiling in a 
pitch; pitch that defilrs ; defile. a foul word: well, 
tet thee down ſorrow z for ſo they ſay the fool faid, 
and ſo hy I, and I the fool, Well prov'd wit. By 
the lord this love is as mad as Ajax, it kills ſheep, | 
it kills me, I a ſhecp. Well prov'd again on my fide. 
I will not love; it | do, bang me; i'faith 1 will not. O 
but her eye: by this light, but for her eye, I wog 
not love; yes, for her two cyes. Well! do nothing 
in the world but lye, and lye in my throat. By. heaven 
I do love, and ir hath taught me to rhime, and to be 
melancholiy; and here is part of my rhime, and here 
my mclaacholly. Well, ſhe hath one o' my. ſonrc-; 
already; the clown bore it, the fool ſent it, and the 
lady hath it: fweet clown, ſweeter fool, ſweereſt lady) 
By the world, I would not care a pin it the other three 
were in. Here comes one with a paper, God give 
him grace to groan. [ be ſtands aſide. 

Enter the King. | 

King. Ay me! 

Biron. Shot, by heay'n ! proceed, ſweet Cupid ; thou 
haſt thumpt him with thy bird-bolt under the left pap : 
in faith ſecrets, 
King. So i{weet a kiſs the golden ſun gives not 
To thoſe freſh morning drops upon the roſe, 

As thy eye-beams, when their freſh rays have ſmote 
The nighr of dew that on my cheeks down flows; 

Nor ſhines the ſilver moon one half ſo bright. 
Through the tranſparent boſom of the deep, 

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light ; 
Thou ſhin'ſt in every tear that 1 do weep; 

No drop, but as a coach doth carry thee, 
So rideſt thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tears that ſwell in me, 

And they thy glory through my grief will ſhew; 
But 
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But do not love thy ſelf, then thou wilt keep 

My tears from glaſſes, and (till make me weep. 

O Qaeen of Queens, how far doſt thou excel! 

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell. 
How ſhall ſhe know my griefs? I'll drop the paper; 
gweet leaves ſhade folly. Who is he comes here ? 


[the Ring feps afids, 
Enter Longaville. 


What! Longavilte ! and reading! liſten ear. 
Biren. Now in thy likeneſs one more fool appears. 
Long. Ay me, I am forſworn. 
Biron. Why he comes in like a perjur'd, wearing 
papere. 
King. In love I hope, ſweet fellovoſhip in ſhame. 
Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name. 
Long. Am I the firſt that have been perjur'd fo? 
Biron. ] could put thee in comfort: not by two that 
I knovs; 
Thou mak'it rhe triumviry, the three corner-cap of 
ſociety. 
The fhape of love's Tyburn, that hangs up ſimplicity. 
Long. | fear theſe ſtubborn lines lack power to move: 
O ſweet Maris, Empreſs of my love. 
Theſe numbers will I tear, and write in proſe. 
Biron. O rhimes are guards on wanton Cupid's hoſe: 
Diefigure not his flop. 
Long. This ſame ſhall go. [he reads the ſonnet. 
Di. not the heavenly rhetorick of thine eye, 
(Ga inſt whem the world caunot hold argument) 
Perſwade my heart to this falſe perjary ? 
Vows for thee broke deſerve not puniſhment : 
A woman I forſwore, but ] will prove, 
Thou being a goddeſs, I forſwore not thee. 
My vow was earthy, thou a heaw'nly love: 
Thy grace being gain'd, cures all diſgrace in me. 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is: 
T hen thou fair ſun, which on my earth doſt ſhine, 
ExhaP/} this vapour-wow; in thee it is; 
If eroken then, it is no fault of mine; 


If 
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If by me broke, what fool is not fo wife 
To loſe an oath to win a paradiſe ? 


Biron. This is the liver-vein, which makes fleſh 2 
deity: 
A green gooſe a goddeſs: pure, pure Idolatry. 
God amend us, God amend, we are much out o'th'way. 


Enter Dumain. 


Long. By whom ſhall I ſend this! (company?) ſtay, 
Biron. All hid, all hid, an old infant play; 

Like a demy God, here fit J in the sky. 

And wretched fools ſecrets headfully d er- eye: 

More ſacks to the mill! O heav'ns I have my wiſh, 

Dumain transform'd ; four wocdcocks in a diſh. 
Dam. O molt divine Kate! 
Biron. O molt prophane coxcomb ! [afide. 
Dum. By heav'n the wonder of a mortal eye! 
Biron. By carth ſhe is not; corporal, there you lye. 

[ aſide. 

Dam. Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted. 
Biron.An amber-colour'd raven was wellnoted. [ aſide. 
Dum. As upright as the cedar. ; 
Biron. Stoop | ſay, her ſhoulder is with child. ¶aſide. 
Dum. As fair as day. 

. Birm. Ay, as ſome days; but then no ſun muſt ſhine. 


[ afide. 

Dum. O that I had my wiſh! 
Long. And I had mine. [ aſade. 
King. And mine too, good lord. [ aſude, 
Biron. Amen, ſo I had mine. Is not that a good 
word? [ aſide. 


Dum. 1 would forget her, but a fever ſhe 
Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be. : 
Biron. A fever in your blood! why then inciſion 
Would let her out in ſaucers, ſweet miſpriſion. [a/ide. 
Dum. Once more I'll read the ode that I have writ. 
Biron. Once more I'll mark how love can 8 


Dumain 


1 2 


ay. 
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Dumain read: his ſonnet, 


On a day, alackthe day ! 
Lowe, whoſe month is ever May, 
—_— a bloſſom paſſing fair, 
Playing in the wanton air : 
Through the velvet leaves, the wind, 
All unſeen, can paſſage find, 
That the lover ſick to death, 
Wiſh'd himſelf the heav'n's breath. 
Air (quoth he) thy cheeks may blow, 
Air, would I might triumph 2 
But alack my hand is ſworn, 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn: 
Vow alack for youth unmeet, 
Youth ſo apt to pluck a ſweet. 
Do not call it ſm in me, 
That I am forſworn for thee. 
Thou for whom ev'n Jove would ſwear 
Juno ut an Ethiope were, 
And deny ef, for love, 
Turning mortal for thy love. 


ws, 


This will I ſend, and ſomething elſe more plain, 
That ſhall expreſs my true love's faſting pain: 
O would the King, Biron and Longaville, 
Were lovers too: ill to exam ple ill 
Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note: 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 
Long, Dumain, thy love is far from charity, 
Thar in love's grief deſir'ſt ſociety: [coming forward. 
You may look pale, but I ſhould bluſh I know, 
To be o'erheard, and taken napping ſo. 
King. Come, Sir, you bluſh; as his, your caſe is 
ſuch, [ coming forward. 
You chide at him, offending twice as much. 
You do not love Maria? Longaville 
Did never ſonnet for her ſake compile, 
Nor never lay'd his wreathed arms athwart 
Hisloving boſom, to keep down his heart ? 
2 I have 


3. ** 
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I have been cloſely ſhrouded in this buſh, 
And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh. 
I heard your guilty rhimes, obſerv'd your faſhion ; | 
Saw ſighs reek from you, noted well your paſſion. 
Ay me! ſays one; O Fove/ the other cries; 
Her hairs were gold, cryſtal the other's eyes. 
You would for paradiſe break faith and troth, 
And Jove for your love would infringe an oath, 
What will Biron ſay, when that he ſhall hear, 
A faith infringed, which ſuch zeal did ſwear ? | 
How will he ſcorn? how will he ſpend his wit ? 
How will he triumph, leap, and laugh ar it ? 
For all the wealth that ever I did fee, 
I would not have him know fo much by me. | 

Biron. Now ſtep I forth to whip hypocriſie. 
Ah good my Liege, I pray thee pardon me. 

| [Coming forward, 

Good heart, what grace haſt thou thus to reprove 
Theſe worms for loving, that are moſt in love? 
Your eyes do make no coaches in your tears, 
There is no certain Princeſs that appears? | 
You'il not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing; 
Tuſh ; none bur minſtrels like of ſonnetting. 
But are you not aſham'd ? nay, are you not 
All three of you, to be thus much o'erſhot ? 
You found his mote, the King your more did ſee : 
But I a beam do find in each of three, | 
O what a ſcene of fooPry have J ſeen, 
Of ſighs, of groans, of ſorrow, and of teen? 
O me, with what ſtrict patience have I fat, 
To ſee a King transformed to a gnat? 
To ſee great Hercules whipping a gigg, 
And profound Solomon tuning a jige ? 
And Neftor play at puſh- pin with the boys, 
And critick Timon laugh at idle toys. 
Where lies thy grief? O tell me good Dumain ; 


And where my Liege's? all about the breatt. 
A caudle hoa ! | 


Kinr 


„ard. 
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King. Too bitter is thy jeſt. 
Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view ? 
Biron. Not you by me, but I betray'd to you, 
I that am honeſt, I that hold it tin 
To break the vow | am engaged in, 
I am betray'd by keeping company 
With men, like men of ftrange in-onſtancy, 
When ſhall you ſee me write a thing in rhime? 
Or groan for Joan! or ſpend a minute's time 
In pruning me? when ſhall you hear that I 
Will praiſe a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 
A pair, a ſtate, a brow, a breaſt, a waiſt, 
A leg, a limb? | 
King. Soft, whither away ſo faſt ? 
A true man or a thief, that gallops ſo. 
Biron. I poſt from love, good lover let me go. 


Enter jaquenetta and Collard. 


Faq. God bleſs the King. 
King. What preſent haſt thou there ? 
Coſt. Some certain treaſon. 
King. What makes treaſon here? 
Coſt. Nay it makes noth'ng, Sir. 
King. If it mar nothing neither, 
The treaſon and you go away in peace together. 
aq. I beſcech your Grace, let this letter be read, 
Our parſon miſdoubts it: it was treaſon, he ſaid. 
King. Biron, read it over. He reads the letter. 
Where hadſt thou it? 
Faq. Of Coſtard. 
King. Where hadſt thou it? 
Coſt. Of Dun Adra madio, Dun Adramadio. 
King. How now, what is in you? why doft thon 
tear it ? 
Biron. A toy, my Liege, a toy : your Grace needs 
not fear it. 
Long. Ir did move him to paſſion, and therefore let's 
hear it. | 
Dum. It is Biron's writing, and here is his name. 
Biron. Ah, you whoreſcn loggerhead, you were born 
to do me ſhame. Guilty 
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Guilty my lord, guilty : I confeſs, I confeſs, 
King. What? 
Biron. That you three fools lackt me fool to make 
up the meſs. ; 
He, heand you : and you my Liege, and I 
Are pick purſes in love, and we delerve to die. 
O diſmiſs this audience, and I ſhall tell you more. 
Dum. Now the number is even. 
Biron. True, true, weare four : 
Will theſe turtles be gone? 
King. Hence Sirs, away. 
Coſt. Walk aſide the true folk, and let the traytors ſtay. 
Biron. Sweet lords, {weet lovers, O let us imbrace: 
As true we are as fleſh and blood can be. 
The ſea will ebb and flow, heav'n will ſhew his face: 
Young blood doth not obey an old decree. 
We cannot croſs the cauſe why we were born: 
Therefore of all hands muſt we be for ſworn. 
King. What, did theſe rent lines ſhew ſome love of 
thine ? : 
Biron. Did they, quoth you? who ſees the heavenly 
Roſaline, 
That (like a rude and favage man of Inde, 
At the firſt opening of the gorg:ous eaſt) 
Bows not his vaſlal hrad, and ſtiucken blind, 
Kiſſes the baſe ground with obedient breaſt ? 
W hat peremptory eagle-lighted-cye 
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her majeſty? _ | 
King. What zcal, what fury hath inſpir'd thee now? 
My love (her miſtreſs) is a gracious moon, 
She (an attending ſtar) ſcarce ſeen a light. 
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron, 
O but for my love, day would turn to nig 
Of all complexions the cull'd ſovereignty, | 
Do meet as ata fair in her fair check ; 
Where ſeveral worthies make one dignity, 
Where nothing wants that want it jelf doth ſeck. 
Lend me the flouriſh of all gen le tongues; 
Fie painted rhetorick, O ſhe needs it not: 


To 
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To things of ſale, a ſeller's praiſe belongs: 
e She paſſes praiſe, the praiſe too ſhort doth blot. 
| A wither'd hermit, fiveſcore winters worn, 
Might ſhake off fifty, looking in her eye: 
Beauty doth varniſh age, as if new born, 
And pives the crutch the cradle's infancy, 
O 'tis the fun that maketh all things ſhine. 
King. By heaven thy love is black as ebony, 
Biron. Is ebony like her? O word divine! 
A wife of ſuch wood were felicity. 
y. | © who can give an oath? where is a book? 
That I may ſwear beauty doth beauty lack, 
If that ſhe learn not of her eye to look: 
No face is fair that is not full ſo black. 
Xing. O paradox, black is the badge of hell: 
The hue of dungeons, and the ſchool of night; 
And beauty's creſt becomes the heavens well. 
of ro. Devils ſooneſt tempt, reſembling ſpirits of 
ight: 
atly O, it in black my lady's brow be deckt: 
It mourns, that painting and uſurping hair 
Should raviſh doters with a falſe aſpect: 
And therefore is ſhe born ro make black fair, 
Her favour turns the faſhion of the days, 
For native blood is counted painting now ; 
And therefore red that would avoid diſpraiſe, 
Paints itſelf black ro imitate her brow, 
Dum. To look like her are chimney- ſweepers black. 
. Long. * ſince her time, are colliers counted 
bright. 
Ning. An Ethiops of their ſweet complexion crack. 
Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light. 
Biron, Your miſtreſſes dare never come in rain, 
For fear their colours ſhou'd be waſht away. 
King. Twere good yours did. for, Sir, to tell you 
plain, 
"AY I'll find a fairer face not waſht to-day. 
Biron, I'll prove her fair, or talk till dooms-day here. 
King. Na devil will fright thee then ſo much as ſte, 
To Dum. 1 never knew man hold vie ſtuff ſo dear. 


C Long. 
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Some tricks, ſome quillets, how to cheat the devil. 


Have at you, then affections. Men at arms. 
Conſider what you firſt did {wear unto : 

To faſt, to ſtudy, and to ſee no woman; 

Flat treaſon 'gainft the kingly ſtate of youth. 

Say, can you fait ? Your ſtomachs are too young: 
And abſtinence ingenders maladies. 

And where that you have vow'd te ſtudy (Lori: 
In that each of you hath forſworn his book, + 
Can you mill dream, and pore, and thereon look 
For when would you, my Lord, or you, or you, | 
Have found the ground of ſtudy's excellence, 
Without the beauty of a woman's face ? 

From womens eyes this Doctrine I derive; 

They are the ground, the book, the academies 
From whence doth ſpring the true Promethean fire 
Why, univerſal plodding poiſons up 

The nimble ſpirits in the arteries ; 

As motion and long during action tires 

The ſinewy vigour of the traveller. 

Now for not looking on a woman's face, 

You have in that forſworn the uſe of eyes : 

And ſtudy too, the cauſer of your vow. 

For where 1s any author in the world, 

Teaches ſuch beauty as a woman's eye ? 


Long. Look, here's thy love, my foot and le 
face ſee. 
Biron. Q it the ſtreets were paved with thine eyes, 
Her feet were much too dainty for ſuch tread. 
Dum. O vile! then as ſhe goes, what upward lie 
The ſtreets ſhould fee as ſhe walkt over head. 
King. But what of this, are we not all in love ? 
Biron. Nothing ſo ſure, and thereby all forſworn. 
King. Then leave this chat, and good Biron nov 
prove 
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 
Dum. Ay marry there, ſome flattery tor this evil. 
Long. O ſome authority how to proceed, 


Dum. Some ſalve for perjury. | 
Biron. O tis more than need. | 


Lear: 


Love's Labonr's loſt. «51 


d it Learning is but an adjun& to our ſelf, 

And where we are, our learning likewiſe is. 
yes, | Then when our ſelves we ſee in ladies eyes, 
id. Do we not likewiſe ſee our learning there ? 
rd lie: O, we have made a vow to ſtudy, lords, 

1. And in that vow we have forſworn our books: 
? | For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 
orn. In leaden contemplation have found out 


Of beauty's tutors have enrich'd you with? 
Other flow arts entirely keep the brain ; 
vil. And therefore finding barren practiſers, 
| Scarce ſhew a harveſt of their heavy toil. 
U. But love firſt learned in a lady's eyes, 
Lives not alone immured in the brain: 

* But with the motion of all elements, 

* Courſes as ſwift as thought in every power, 
* And pives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 
It adds a precious ſeeing to the eye: 
ng : A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind! 
| © A lover's car will hear the loweſt ſound, 
(Lorc: * When the ſuſpicious head of theft is ſtopt. 
| * Love's feeling is more ſoft and ſenſible, 
n look Than are the tender horns of cockled ſnails. 
u, CL Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus groſs in tafle ; 
For valour, is not love a Hercules ? 
Still climbing trees in the Heſperides. 
Subtle as Sphinx, as ſweet and muſical 
es As bright Apollo's lute, ſtrung with his hair: 
fire And when love ſpeaks, the voice of all the Gods, 

' Make heaven drowſie with the harmony. 

Never durſt poet touch a pen to write, 
Until his ink were temper'd with love's ſighs ; 
O then his lines would raviſh ſavage ears, 
And plant in tyrants mild humility, | 
From womens eyes this doctrine J derive : 
They ſparkle till the right Promethean fire, 
They are the books, the arts, the academes, 


That ſhew, contain, and nouriſh all the world; 
Learn C 2 Elie 
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Elſe none at all in ought proves excellent. 
Then fools you were, theſe women to forſwear: 
Or keeping what is ſworn, you will prove fools, 
For wiſdom's ſake (a word that all men love) 
Or for love's ſake, a word that loves all men; 
Or for mens ſake, the author of theſe women; 
Or womens ſake, by whom we men are men ; 
Let us once loſe our oaths, to find ourſelves ; 
Or elſe we loſe our ſelves, to keep our oaths. 
It is religion to be thus forſworn, 
For charity it ſelf fulfils the law; 
And who can ſever love from charity ? 
King. Saint Cupid then, and ſoldiers to the field! 
Biron. Advance your ſtandards, and upon them, 
Lords; 
Pell mell, down with them: but be firſt advis'd, 
In conflict that you get the ſun of them. 
Long. Now to plain- dealing, lay theſe gloſſes by, 
Shall we reſolve to woo theſe girls of France? 
King. And win them too; therefore let us deviſe 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 
Biron. Firſt from the park let us conduct them thither, 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Of his fair miſtreſs; in the afternoon 
We will with ſome ſtrange paſtime ſolace them, 
Such as the ſhortneſs of the time can ſhape : 
For revels, dances, maſks, and merry hours, 
Forerun fair love, ſtrewing her way with flowers. 
King. Away, away, no time ſhall be omitted, 
That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 

Biron. Alone, alone ſowed cockrel, reap'd no corn, 
And juſtice always whirls in equal meaſure : 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forſworn ; 

If ſo, our copper buys no better treaſure, 


[ Excunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Euter Holofernes, Nathaniel, and Dull. 


Ho Lor ER NES. 


tis quod ſaſſicit. 

a. praiſe God for you, Sir, your 
W reaſons at dinner have been ſharp and 
ſententious; pleaſant without ſcurrility, 
S Witty without affectation, audacious with- 
out impudency, learned without opinion, 


W 


and ſtrange without hereſy : I did converſe this guondam- 


day with a companion of the King's, who is entituled, 
nominated, or called Don Adrians de Armads. 

Hol. Now: hominem tanquam te. His humour 1; 
lofty, his diſcourſe peremptory, his tongue filed, his 
eye ambitious, his gait majeſtical, and his general be- 
haviour vain, ridiculous, and thraſonical. He is too 
picked, too ſpruce, too affected, too odd, as it were, 
too peregrinate as J may call it. 

Nat. A moſt ſingular and choice epithet. 

[ draws out his table-book, 

Hol. He draweth out the thread of his verbeſity fi- 
ner than the ſtaple of his argument. I abhor ſuch pha- 
natical phantaſms, ſuch inſociable and point-deviſe com- 
panions, ſuch rackers of orthography, as do ſpeak dout 
fine, when he ſhould ſay doubt; det, when he ſhould 
pronounce debt; d, e, b, t; not d, e, t: he clepeth a 
calf, cauf: half, hauf: neighbour vecatur nebour; 
neigh abbreviated ne: this is abominable, which we 
would call abhominable : it inſinuateth me of infamy: 
Ne intelligis Domine, to make frantick, lunatick ? 

Nat. Laus deo, bene intelligo. 

E 3 Hol. 


————— — * 
- 
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4.18 
» 


54 LoveE s Labour's loſt. 


Hol. Bome boon for boon preſcian; a little ſcratch, 
*twill ſerve. 


S CEMSE I 


Enter Armado, Moth and Coſtard, 


Nath. Videſne quis wenit ? 

Hol. Video, & gaudeo. 

Arm. Chirra. 

Hol. Qzare Chirra, not Sirra ; 

Arm. Men of peace, well encountred. 

Hel. Moſt military Sir, ſalutation. | 

Moth. They have been at a great feaſt of languages, 
and ſtole the ſcraps. 

o O they have liv'd long on the Alms-basket of 
words. I marvel thy maſter hath not eaten thee for 
a word, for thou art not ſo long by the head as Ho- 
norificabilitudinitatibus: thou art eaſier ſwallow'd than 
a flap-dragon. 

oth. Peace, the peal begins. 

Arm. Monſieur, are you not letter'd ? 

Moth. Yes, yes, he teaches boys the horn-book : 
What is A B ſpelt backward with the horn on his head? 

Hel. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 


Meth. Ba, moſt filly ſheep ; with a horn. You hear | 


his learning 
Hol. Quis, quis, thou conſonant ? 
Moth, The laſt of the five vowels, if you repeat 
them, or the fifth if I. 
Hol. 1 will repeat them, ae 1 
Moth. The |; 


and home; it rejoiceth my intellect; true wit. 


Moth. Offer'd by a child to an old man; which i: 


wit-old. 
Hol. What is the figure ? what is the figure? 
Moth. Horns. 


Hol. Thou diſputeſt like an infant; go, whip thy Bigg 1 
and 


Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, will 


whip | 


heep ; the other two concludes it out. 4 
Arm. Now by the ſalt wave of the Mediterraneum, | * 
a ſweet touch, a quick venew of wit ; ſnip, ſnap, quick | 


Wh 
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whip about your infamy unum cita, a gigg of a 
cuckold's horn. | 

Coft. And I had but one penny in the world, thou 
mouldſt have it to buy = oo reagel, hold, there is 
the very remuneration I had of thy maſter, thou half- 
penny purſe of wit, thou pidgeon-egg of diſcretion. 
O, that the heav'ns were ſo pleaſed — thou wert but 
my baſtard! what a joy ful father wouldſt thou make 
me? go too, thou haſt it ad dunghil, at the finger's 
ends, as they ſay. 

Hal. Oh, I ſmell falſe latin, dunghil for ungucm. 

Arm. Arts man preambula; we will be ſingled from 
the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the charge- 
houſe on the top of the mountain? 

Hel. Or Mons the hill. 

Arm. At your ſweet pleaſure, for the mountain. 

Hel. 1 do fans queſtion. 

Arm. Sir, it is the King's moſt ſweet pleaſure and 


aſfection, to congratulate the princeſs at her pavilion, 


in the pofteriors of this day, which the rude multitude 


call the afternoon. 


Hol. The poſterior of the day, moſt genetpus Sir, is 


liable, congruent, and meaſurable for the afternoon ; 


the word is well culPd, choice, ſweet, and apt, I do 
aſſure you Sir, I do aſſure. 

Arm. Sir, the King 1s a noble gentleman, and my 
familiar, I do aſſure ye, my very good friend; for 
what is inward between us, let it paſs I do be- 
ſeech thee, remember thy curteſie [ beſeech thee 


* apparel thy head, and among other importunate and 


— 
„ 
WW 


gg. 
Will 
hip 


moſt ſerious deſigns, and of great import indeed 
| to0——but let that paſs, for I muſt tell thee it will 
pleaſe his Grace (by the world) ſometime to lean up- 


on my poor ſhoulder, and with his royal finger 
dally with my excrement, with my muſtachio ; but 
ſweet heart, let that paſs. By the world I recount no 
fable; ſome certain ſpecial honours, it pleaſeth his 
greatneſs to impart to Armads a ſoldier, a man of 
travel, that hath ſeen the world; but let that paſs——— 
the very all of all is but ſweet heart, I do implore 
: C4 lecre- 
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ſecrecy — that the King would have me preſent the 
princeſs ({weet chuck) with ſome delightful oſtentation, 
or ſhow, or pageant, or antick, or fire-work. Now 
underſtanding that the curate and your ſweet ſelf are 


good at ſuch eruptions, and ſudden breaking out of 


mirth (as it were) I have acquainted you withal, to the 
end to crave your aſſiſtance. 

Hol. Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the nine wor- 
thies. Sir, as concerning ſome entertainment of time, 
ſome ſhow in the poſterior of this day, to be rendred 
by our aſſiſtants at the king's command, and this moſt 
gallant, illuſtrate and learned gentleman, before the 
princeſs: I ſay none ſo fit as to preſent the nine 
worthies. 

Nath. Where will you find men worthy enough to 
preſent them ? 

Hol. Foſhua, your ſelf, this gallant man Judas Ma- 
chabeus, this ſwain (becauſe of his great limb, or joint) 
ſhall paſs Pompey the great, and the page Hercules. 

Arm. Pardon, Sir, error : he is not quality enovgh 
for that worthy's thumb; he is not fo big as the end 
of his club. 

Hel. Sha L have audience? he ſhall preſent Hercules 
in minority: his Enter and Exit ſha!l be ſtrangling a 
inake ; and I will have an apology for that purpofe. 

Moth. An excellent device: for if any of the au- 
dience hils, you may cry; well done Hercules, now 
thou cruſheſt the ſnake ; that is the way to make an 
offence gracious, tho' few have the grace to do it. 

Arm. For the reſt of the worthies? 

Hol. I will play three myſelf. 

Moth. Thrice worthy gentleman. 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Hol. We attend. 

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an antique, 
J beſeech you follow. | 

Hol. Via good-man Dull, thou haſt ſpoken no word 
all this while. | 

Dull. Nor underſtood none either, Sir. 

Holl. Allons, we will employ thee. 20 
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Dull. Till make one in a dance, or ſo: or I will 


play on the tabor to the worthies, and let them dance 
the hay. 
Hol. Moſt Dull, honeſt Dull, to our ſport. away. 
[ Exeunt, 


— r — 


SCENE II. 


Enter Princeſs and Ladies. 


Prin. QWeet hearts, we ſhall be rich e'er we depart. 
If fairings come thus plentifully in. 

A lady wall'd about with diamonds ! 

Look you, what I have here from the loving King. 
Ro/a. Madam, came nothing elſe along with that? 
Prim. Nothing but this ? yes, as much love in rhime, 

As would be cram'd up in a ſheet of paper, 

Writ on both ſides the leaf, margent and all, 

That he was fain to ſeal on Cupid's name. 

Roa: That was the way to make his god-head wax, 

For he hath been five thouſand years a boy. 

Kath. Ay, and a ſhrewd unhappy gallows too. 
Roja. You'll ne'er be friends with him, he killid your 
ſiſter. 
cath. He made her melancholy, ſad and heavy, 

And ſo ſhe died; had ſhe been light like you, 

Of ſuch a merry, nimble, ſtirring ſpirit, 

She might have been a grandam ere ſhe dy'd, 

And ſo may you; for a light heart lives long. 
Roſa. What's your dark meaning, mouie, of this 

light word? 
Katb. A light condition, in a beauty dark. 
Ro/a. We need more light to find your meaning out, 
Kath. Vou'll marr the light by taking it in ſnuff: 

Therefore I'll darkly end the argument. 

Roſa. Look what you do, and do it ſtill i th' dark. 
Kath. So do not you, for you are a light wench. 
Reſa. Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore light. 
Kath. You weigh me not, O that's, you care not 
tor me. 983 5 Roſa, 
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Roſa. Great reaſon ; for paſt care is till paſt cure. 
Prin. Well bandied both; a ſet of wit well play'd. 
But Roſaline, you have a favours too: 
Who lent it? and what is it? 
Roſa. I would you knew. 
And if my face were but as fair as yours, 
My favour were as great, be witneſs this. 
Nay, I have verſes too, I thank Biron, 
The numbers true; and were the numbring too, 
I were the faireſt goddeſs on the ground; 
I am compar'd to twenty thouſand I fairs. 
O he hath drawn my picture in his letter. 
Prin. Any thing like ? | 
Roſa. Much in the letters, nothing in the praiſe. 
Prin. Beauteous as ink ; a good concluſion, 
Kath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 
Roſa. Ware pencils. 
debtor, 
My red dominical, my golden letter. 
O that your face were not ſo full of O's. 
Prin. Pox of that jeſt, and I beſhrew all ſhrews : 
But Katherine, what was ſent to you 
From fair Dumain? 
Kath. Madam, this glove. 
Prin. Did he not ſend you twain ? 
- Kath. Yes, madam ; and moreover, 
Some thouſand verſes of a faithful lover. 
A huge tranſlation of hy pocriſie, 
Vildly compiPd profound fimplicity. 
Mar. This, and theſe pearls, to me ſent Loxgawi//: 
The letter is too long, by half a mile. 
Prin. I think no leſs ; doſt thou not wiſh in heart 
The chain were longer, and the letter ſhort ? 
Mar. Ay, or I would theſe hands might never part. 
Prin. We are wiſe girls, to mock our lovers ſo. 


Roſa. They are worſe fools to purchaſe mocking ſo. 


That ſame Biren Þ'll torture ere I go. 
Or that I knew he were but in by th' week, 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and ſeek, 


And 
Tt fairies, 


How ? let me not die your 
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And wait the ſeaſon, and obſerve the times, 
And ſpend his prodigal wits in bootleſs rhimes, 
And ſhape his Cevic all to my beheſts, 
And make him proud to make me proud with jeſts, 
So pertaunt like would I o'erſway his ſtate, 
That he ſhould be my fool, and I his fate. 
Prin, None are ſo ſurely caught, when they are 
catch'd, 
As wit turn'd fool ; folly in wiſdom hatch'd 
Hath wiſdom's warrant, and the help of ſchool, 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 
Roſa. The blood of youth burns not in ſuch exceſs. 
As gravities revolt to wantonneſs. 
Mar. Folly in fools bears not ſo ſtrong a note, 
As fooPry in the wiſe, when wit doth dote: 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
To prove by wit, worth in ſimplicity. 


Ser IV; 


Enter Boyet. 


Prin, Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 
Boyet. O, I am ſtab'd with laughter, where's her 
Grace ? | 
Prin. Thy news, Boyet ? 
Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare. 
Arm, wenches, arm, incounters mounted are 
Againſt your peac”, love doth approach diſguis'd, 
Armed in arguments, you'll be ſurpriz d. 
Muſter your wits, ſtand in your own defence, 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence, 
Prin. Saint Dennis, to Saint Cupid ; what are they 
That charge their breath againſt us? ſay, Scout, jay. 
Boyet. Under the cool ſhade of a ſycamore, 


I thought to cloſe mine eyes ſome half an hour; 


When lo to interrupt my purpos'd reſt, 

Toward that ſhade, I might behold, addreſt 

The King and his companions ; warily 

I ſtole into a neighbour thicket by, TP 
n 
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And over-heard, What you ſhall over-hear: 
1:4 by and by diſguis'd they will be here. 
Their herald is a Pletty knaviſh page, 

That well by heart hath conn'd his embaſſage. 


Action and accen did they teach him there; 
Thus muſt thou peak, and thus thy body bear; 
And ever and anon they made a doubt, 
Preſence majeſtical would put him out: 
For, quoth the King, an angel ſhalt thou ſee, 
Yet fear not thou, but ſpeak audacioully. 
The boy reply'd, an angel is not evil; 
I ſhould have fear'd her, had ſhe been a devil. 
With that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the ſhoulder, 
Making the bold wag by their praiſes bolder. 
One rubb'd his elbow thus, and fleer'd, and (wore, 
A better ſpeech was never ſpoke before. 
Another with his finger and his thumb, 
Cry'd via, we will do't, come what will come. 
The third he caper'd and cry'd, all goes well: 
The fourth turn'd on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that they all did tumble on the ground, 
With ſuch a zealous laughter, ſo profound, 
That in this ſpleen ridiculous appears, 
To check their folly, paſſions, ſolemn tears. 
Prin. But what, but what, come they to viſit us? 
Boyet. T hey do, they do; and are apparel'd thus, 
Like Muſcowites, or Ruſſians, as J guels. 
Their purpoſe is to parley, court and dance, 
And every one his . will advance 
Unto his ſeveral miſtreſs ; which they'll know 
By favours ſev'ral, which they did beſtow. 


* 


Prin. And will they ſo? the gallants ſhall be task! 


For ladies, we will every one be maskt: 

And not a man of them ſhall have the grace, 
Deſpight of ſute, to ſee a lady's face. 

Hold Roſaline, this favour thou ſhalt wear, 

And then the King will court thee for his dear : 

Hold, take thou this my ſweet, and give me thine, 
So ſhall Biron take me for Roſaline. Mp 


<= 
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And change your favours too, ſo ſhall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by theſe removes. 
Roſa. Come on then, wear the favours moſt in ſight. 
Kath. But in this changing, what is your intent? 
Prin. 'T he effect of my intent is to croſs theirs ; 
They do it but in mocking merriment, 
And mock for mock is only my intent. 
Their ſeveral councils they unboſom ſhall 
To loves miſtook, and {o be mockt withal, 
Upon the next occaſion that we meet 
With viſages diſplay'd to talk and greet. 
Roſa. But ſhall we dance, if they deſire us to't ? 
Prin. No, to the death we will not move a foot. 
Nor to their pen'd ſpeech render we no grace: 
But while 'tis ſpoke, each turn away her face. 
Beet. Why that + contempt will kill the þ ſpeaker's 
| heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 
Prin. Therefore I do it, and I make no doubt 
The reſt will ne'er come in, if he be cut. 
There's no ſuch ſport, as ſport by ſport o'erthrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own; 
So ſhall we ſtay mocking intended game, 
And they well mockt, depart away with ſhame. Sound. 


Beyet. The trumpet ſounds, be maskt, the maskers 
come. 


SCENE x. 


Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, Dumain, ard at- 
tendants, difſguis'd like Muicovites. Moth with 
Mufick, as for a maſquerade. 

Meth. All hail the richeſt beauties on the earth. 
Biron. Beauties no richer than rich taffata. 
Moth. A holy parcel of the faireſt dames that ever 
turn'd their backs.to mortal views. _ 
I. The ladies turn their backs to him. 
Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes. | 
Moth. That ewer turn'd their eyes to mortal wiews:. 
Out —_— | Biron, 
attempt. + Keeper's 
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Biron. True; out indeed. 
Meth. Out of your favours, head nly ſpirit, wvouchſafe 
not to behold. 
Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 
Math. Once to behold with your ſun-beamed eyes 
With your ſuu-beamed eyes 
Biron. They will not anſwer to that epithete ; 
You were beſt call it daughter-beamed eyes. 
Meth. They do not mark me, and that brings me out. 
Bir. Is this your perfectneſs? be gone, you rogue. 
Roſa. What would theſe ſtrangers ? know their minds, 
Bayer. 
If they do ſpeak our language, *tis our wil! 
That ſome plain man recount their purpoſes. 
Know what they would, 
Boyet. What would you with the Princeſs ? 
Biron. Nothing but peace and gentle viſitation. 
Roſa. What would they, ſay they? 
Boyet. Nothing but peace and gentle viſitation. 
Roſa. Why that they have, and bid them ſo be gone. 
Boyet. She ſays you have it, and you may be gone. 
King. Say to her, we have meaſur'd many miles, 
To tread a meaſure with her on the graſs. 
Boyet. They ſay they have meaſur'd many a mile, 
To tread a meaſure with you on the graſs. 
Roſa. It is not ſo. Ask them how many inches 
Is in one mile: if they have meaſur d many, 
The meaſure then of one is eaſily told. 
Boyet. If to come hither you have meaſur'd miles, 
And many miles; the Princeſs bids you tell, 
How many inches doth fill up one mile ? 
Biron. Tell her we meaſure them by weary ſteps, 
Boyet. She hears her ſelf. 
Roſa, How many weary ſteps 
Of many weary miles you have o'ergone, 
Are number'd in the travel of one mile? 
Biron. We number nothing that we ſpend for you, 
Our duty is fo rich, ſo infinite, 
That we may do it ſtill without accompt. 
Vouchſafe to ſhew the ſunſhine of your face, 


Tha; 


| 


1 


U, 


at 
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That we (like ſavages) may worſhip it. 
Roſa. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 
King. Bleſſed are clouds, to do as ſuch clouds do, 
Vouchſafe, bright moon, on theſe thy ſtars to ſhine 
(T hoſe clouds remov'd) upon our watery eyne. 
Reſa. O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter; 
Thou now requeſts but moon-ſhine in the water. 
King. Then in our meaſure, vouchſafe but one change; 
Thou bid'ſt me beg, this begging is not ſtrange. 
Roſa. Play muſick then; nay, you muſt do it ſoon. 
Not yet? no dance? thus change I like the moon. 
King. Will you not dance ? how come you thus e- 
ſtrang d? 
Roſa. You took the moon at full, but now ſhe's 
chang'd. 
King. Vet ſtill ſhe is the moon, and I the man. 
Roſa. The muſick plays, vouchſate ſome motion to it: 
Our ears vouchſafe it. 
King. But your legs ſhould do it. 
Roſa. Since you are ſtrangers, and come here by 
chance, 
We'll not be nice, take hands, we will not dance. 
King. Why take you hands then ! 
Roſa. Only to part friends. 
Curt'ſie, ſweet hearts, and ſo the meaſure ends. 
King. More meaſure of this meaſure; be not nice. 
Roſa. We can afford no more at ſuch a price. 
King. Prize your ſelves then ; what buys your com- 
ny ? 
Roſa. Your abſence only. 
King. That can never be. 
Roſa. Then cannot we be bought; and ſo adieu; 
Twice to your viſor, and half once to you. 
King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat. 
Roſa. In private then. 
King. 1 am beft pleas'd with that. 
To White-handed miſtreſs, one feet word with 
thee. 
Prin, Honey, and milk, and ſugar ; there is three. 


Biran. 
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Bi-on. Nay then two treys; and if you grow ſo nice. 
Methegline, wort, and malmſey ; well run, dice ; 
There's half a dozen ſweets. 

Pin. Seventh ſweet adieu, 

Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you. 

Birm, One word in lecret. 

Prin. Let it not be ſweet. 

Biren. Thou griev'it my gall. 

Prin. Gail, bitter. 

Bion. Therefore meet. 

Dum. Will you vouchſafe with me to change a word 

Mar. Name it. | 

Dum. Fair lady. 

Mar. Say you ſo? fair lord: 

Take that for your fair lady. 

Dum. Pleale it you; 

As much in private; and I'll bid adieu. 

Kath. What, was your vizard made without a tongue? 

Lorg. I know the reaſon, lady, why you ask. 

Kath. O for your reaſon, quickly Sir, 1 long. 

Long. You have a double tongue within your mask. 
And would afford my ſpeechleſs vizard half. 

Kath. by quoth the Duteb-man; is not veal 2 

calf ? 
Long. A calf, fair lady ? 
Kath. No, a fair lord calf. 
Long. Let's part the word. 
Kath. No, I'll not be your half; 
Take all and wean it ; it may prove an ox. 
Long. Look how you butt your ſelf in theſe ſharr 
mocks ! | 
Will you give horns, chaſte lady? do not fo. 
Kath. Then die a calf before your horns do grow. 


Long. One word in private with you ere I die. 
Kath. Bleat ſoftly then, the butcher hears you c:; 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As 1s the razor's edge inviſible, 
Cutting a ſmaller hair than may be ſeen, 
Above the ſenſe of ſenſe, ſo ſenfible 
Seemet! 
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ce. Seemeth their conference, their conceits have wings, 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, ſwifter 
things. 
Roſa. Not one word more, my maids ; break off, 
break off. 
Biron. By heav'n all dry beaten with pure ſcoff. 
King. Farewell, mad wenches, you have ſimple wats, 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE. VI. 


Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muſcovi tes. 
Are theſe the breed of wits 10 wondred at ? 
Boyet. Tapers they are, with your {weet breaths 
puft out. 
Rea. Well-liking wits they have, groſs, groſs, fat, fat. 
Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly poor flout : 
Will they not (think you) hang themſelves to-night? 
Or ever but in vizards ſhew their faces ? 
This pert Biron was out of count'nance quite. 
sk. NRaſa. O! they were all in lamentable caſes. 
The King was weeping-ripe for a good word. 
12 Prin. Biron did ſwear himſelf out of all ſuit. 
Mar. Dumain was at my ſervice, and his ſword: 
No point, quoth I ; my ſervant ftrait was mute. 
Kath. Lord Lomgawville ſaid, I came o'er his heart, 
And trow you what he call'd me 
Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 
Kath. Yes, in good faith. 
arr Prin, Go, ſickneſs as thou art. 
Roſa. Well, better wits have worn plain ſtatute caps, 
But will you hear ; the King is my love ſworn. 
Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me, 
Kath. And Longawille was for my ſervice born. 
FR Mar. Dumain is mine as ſure as bark on tree. 
en. Boyet. Madam, and pretty miſtreſſes, give ear: 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own ſhapes; for it can never be, 
They will digeſt this harfh indignity. 
eth Prin, Will they return? 


d. 


ur 


Boyer. 
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Boyer. They will, they will, God knows; 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows : 
Therefore change favours, and when they repair, 
Blow like ſweet roſes in this ſummer air. 
Prin. How blow ? how blow ? ſpeak to be underſtood. 
Boyet. Fair ladies maskt, are roſes in their bud: 
Diſmaskt, their damask ſweet commixture ſhown, 
Are angels vailing clouds, or roſes blown. 
Prin. Avaunt perplexity ! what ſhall we do, 
If they return in their own ſhapes to woo ? 
Ro. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis'd, 
Let's mock them {till as well known as diſguis'd, 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Diſguis'd like Muſcovites in ſnapeleſs gear; 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their ſhallow ſhows, and prologue vildly pen'd, 
And their rough carriage ſo ridiculous, 
Should be preſented at our tent to us, 
Boyet. Ladies, withdraw, the gallants are at hand. 
Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run o'er the land. 
[Excunt. 


SCENE VII. 


Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain, is 


their own habits. 


King. Fair Sir, God ſave you. Where's the Princeſ: ? 
Boyet. Gone to her tent. 

Pleaſe it your Majeſty command me any ſervice to her? 
King. That ſhe vouchſafe me audience for one word. 
Boyet. I will, and ſo will ſhe, I know, my lord. [ Exit. 
Biron. This fellow picks up wit as pon Peas, 

And utters it again, when Jove doth pleaſe; 

He is wit's pedlar, and retails his wares 

At wakes and waſſals, meetings, markets, fairs: 

And we that ſell by groſs, the Lord doth know, 

Have not the grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow. 
This gallant pins the wenches on his ſleeve ; 
Had he been Azam, he had tempted Eve. 


| 
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He ean carve too, and liſp: why this is he, 
That kiſt away his hand in courteſie. 

This is the ape of || form, Monſieur the nice, 
That when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms: nay, he can ſing 

A mean moſt mainly, and in uſhering 
Mend him who can; the ladies call him ſweet ; 
The ſtairs as he treads on them kiſs his feet, 
This is the flower that ſmiles on every one, 
To ſhew his teeth as white as whale his bone. 
And conſciences that will not die in debt, 


Fay him the Þ due of honey-tongue Boyer. 


King. A bliſter on his ſweet tongue with my heart, 
That put Armado's page out of his part. 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter the Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, Katherine, and 
attendants.* 


ir 


Ring. We come to viſit you, and purpoſe now 
To lead you to our court, vouchſafe it then. 

Prin. This field ſhall hold me, and ſo hold your vow : 
Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men. 

King. Rebuke me not for that which your provoke; 

he virtue of your eye muſt break my oath. 
TO You nick-name virtue: vice you ſhould have 
oke : 
For —— office never breaks mens troth. 


—  —— 111 — — 


* 


attendants. 
Biron. See where it comes, behaviour what wert thou, 


| Till this mad-man ſhew'd thee? and what art thou now? 


King. All hail, ſweet madam, and fair time of day. 
Prin. Fair in all hail is foul, as I conceive. 
King. Conſtrue my ſpeeches better if you may. 
Prin. Then wiſh me better, I will give you leave. 
King. We came, gc. 
Now 
| fortune. T mant;. 4 duty. 


68 


Lo v EC Labour's loſt. 


Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unſully'd lilly, I proteſt, 


A world of torments though 1 ſhould endure, 
I would not yield to be your houſe's guelt ; 
So much I hate a breaking cauſe to be 
Of heav'nly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 
King. O you have liv'd in deſolation here, 
Unſeen, unviſited, much to our ſhame. 
Prin. Not ſo my lord, it is not ſo I ſwear. 


We have had paitimes here, and pleaſant game, 


A meſs of Ruſſians left us but of late. 

King. How, madam? Ruffians ? 

Prin. Ay in truth, my lord; 

Trim gallants, full of courtſhip,and of ſlate. 
1 Madam, ſpealz true. 
My lady (to the manner of the days) 

In courteſie gives unde ſerving praiſe. 
We four indeed confronted were with four, 

In Ruſſian habit: here they ſtay'd an hour, 
And talk'd apace, and in that hour, my lord, 
They did not bleſs us with one happy word. 
I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 


It is not ſo, my lord 
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When they are thirſty, fools would fain have drink. FFigur 


Biron. This jeſt is dry to me. Fair, 


gentle, {wee 


L 


Your wit makes wiſe things fooliſh ; when we greet l do ſc 


With eyes beſt ſeeing heaven's fiery eye, 

By light we loſe light ; your capacity 

Is of that nature, as to your huge ſtore, 

Wiſe things ſeem fooliſh, and rich things but poor: 


| 


ence 
I 


- Roja. This proves you wiſe and rich; for in my eyc—JAnd t 


Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 


Roſa. But that you take what doth to you belong 


It were a fault to ſnatch words from my tongue. 
Biron. O, I am yours, and all that I poſſeſs. 


Roſa. All the fool mine? 
Biron. J cannot give you leſs. 


Roſa. Which of the vizards was it that you wore * 


My lc 


Biron. Where? when? what vizard ? why demaicFThey 


you this ? 


"of 
Ro 
— 
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Roja. There, then, that vizard, that ſuperfluous caſe, 
kat hid the worſe, and ſhew'd the better face. 
King. We are deſcried, they'll mock us now down- 
right. 
Dots Let us conſeſs, and turn it to a jeſt, 
Prin. Amaz'd, my lord? why looks your highneſs ſad? 
Rea. Help, hold his brows, he'll twoon : why look 
you pale ? 
Sea-fick 1 think, coming from Mx/covy. 
Biron, Thus pour the ſtars down plagues for perjury, 
Can any face of braſs hold longer out ? 
Here ſtand I, lady, dart thy (kill at me; 
Bruiſe me with ſcorn, confound me with a flout, 
Thruſt thy ſharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 
Cut me to pieces with thy keen concelt ; 
And I will with thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Ry/jan habit wait. 
O never will 1 truſt to ſpeeches pen'd, | 
Nor to the motion of a {chool-boy's tongue, 
Nor never come in vizard to my friend, 
Nor woo in rhime like a blind harper's ſong ; 
affata phraſes, ſilken terms preciſe, 
Three-piVd hyperboles, ſpruce affectation. 
Figures pedantical, theſe ſummer flies, 
Have blown me full of maggot oſtentation. 
Ido ſorſwear them, and I here proteſt, 
By this white glove (how white the hand God 
knows) 
enceforth my wooing mind ſhall be expreſt 
In ruſſet yeas, and honeſt kerſie noes : 


ey c—JAnd to begin, wench, ſo God help me law, 


CT, 
ne. 


re? 


marefrhey have the plague, and caught it of your eyes 


Ro; 


My love to thee is found, /azs crack or flaw. 

Roſa. Sans, ſans, I pray you. 

Biron. Yet I have a trick | 

J! the old rage: bear with me, I am ſick, 

El! leave it by degrees: ſoft, let us ſee, 

Write Lord have mercy on us, and thoſe three, 
hey are infected, in their hearts it lies, 


T 


Were you not here, but even now diſguis'd ? 


Your oath once broke, you force not to forſwear. 
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Theſe lords are viſited, you are not free : 
For the lord's tokens on you both I ſee. 


Prin. No, they are free that gave theſe tokens ton 


Biron. Our ſtates are forfeit, ſeek not to undo us. 


Roſa. It is not ſo ; for how can this be true, 
'That you ſtand forfeit, being thoſe that ſue. 


Biron. Peace, for 1 will not have to do with you. 
Ro/a. Nor ſhall not, if I do as I intend. 
Biron. Speak for your ſelves, my wit is at an end, 


King. Teach us, iweet madam, for our rude tra: 


greſſion 
Some fair excuſe. 
Prin. The faireſt is confeſſion. 


King Madam, I was. 

Prin. And were you well advis'd ? 

King. 1 was, fair madam. 

Prin. When you then were here, 
What did you whiſper in your lady's ear? 


King. That more than all the world I did reſpect her. 
Prin. When ſhe ſhall challenge this, you will :#- 


ject her. 
King. Upon mine honour no. 
Prin. Peace, peace, forbear ; 


King. Deſpiſe me when I break this oath of mine, 


Prin. I will, and therefore keep it. Reſaline, 


What did the Ry/ian whiſper in your ear ? 


Roſa. Madam, he ſwore that he did hold me dear 


As precious Eyeſight, and did value me 

Above this world; adding thereto moreover, 
That he would wed me, or elſe die my lover. 
Prin. God give thee joy of him; the noble lord 
Moſt honourably doth uphold his word. 


King. What mean you, madam ? by my life, . 


troth, 


JI never ſwore this lady ſuch an oath. 
Roſa. By heav'n you did; and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this : but take it, Sir, again. 
King. My faith and this, to th' Princeſs I did give 


I knew her 


4 


by this jewel on her ſleeve. 


Prin 


S282 erer ta. So. 
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Prin. Pardon me, Sir, this jewel did ſhe wear; 
And lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear. ! 
0 uU. What? will you have me? or your pearl again? 
Biron. Neither of either: I remit both twain, 

I ſee the trick on't; here was a conſent, 
(Knowing aforehand of our merriment) 
To diſh it ike a Chriſimas comedy, a 


Some carry-tale, ſome pleaſe- man, ſome flight zany, 0 
d, Some mumble-news, ſome trencher-knight, = Dick þ 
rar That ſmiles his cheek in years, and knows the trick g 


To make my lady laugh, when ſhe's diſpos'd, | 
Told our intents before; which once diſclos'd, . 
The ladies did change favours, and then we 
Following the ſigns, woo'd bu: the ſign of ſhe: 
Now to our perjury to add mod terror, ; 
We are again forſworn in wil! and crrot 
Much upon this it is. And m:git not you [To Boyet. 
Foreltal our ſport, to make us thus untrue ? 
Do not you know my lady's foot by th' + ſquier, 
T her And laugh upon the apple of her eye, 
un And ſtand between her back, Sir, and the fire, 
Holding a trencher, jeſting merrily ? 
You put our page out : go, you are allow'd, 
Die when you will, a {mock ſhall be your ſhrowd. 
You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye 


ne. Wounds like a leaden ſword. | 
| Boyet. Full merrily | 
Brave manager, hath this career been run. 

ear | Biron. Lo, he is tilting ſtrait. Peace, I have done, 


Enter Coſtard. 
Welcome pure wit, thou partelt a fair fray. 
Coſt. O lord Sir, they would know 


-d Whether the three worthies ſhall come in, or no, 
Biron. What, are there but three? 
e, : Coſt. No Sir, but it is very fine? 


For every one preſents three. 
Biron. And three times thrice is nine? 
in, Caſt. Not ſo Sir, under correction Sir, I hope it is 
not ſo. You 


give. Þ+ /quare. 
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You cannot beg us, Sir, I can aſl.re you, Sir, we know 
what we know: I hope three times thrice, Sir 
Biron, Is not aine. | | 
Coſt. Under correction, Sir, we know whereunti! it 
doth amount. 
iron. By Fove,I always took three threes for nine. 
Coſt. O lord, Sir, it were pity y2 ſhould get your 
living by reckoning, Sir. 
Biron. How much is it? 


Coſt. O lord, Sir, the parties themſelves, the actors, 


Sir, will ſhew whereuntil it doth amount; for my own 
part, I am, as they ſay, but to perfect one man in 
one poor man, Pompion the Great, Sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ? 

Coſt. It pleaſed them to think me worthy of Pom. 
pion the Great: for mine own part, I know not the de- 
gree of the worthy; but I am to ſtand for him. 

Biron. Go bid them prepare. 

Coſt. We will turn it finely off, Sir, we will take 

ſome care, 

King. Biron, they will ſhame us; let them not ap- 
proach, [Exit. Coſt. 

Biron. We are ſhame-proof, my lord; and 'tis ſome 

policy 
To have one ſhow worſe than the King and his company. 

King. I fay they ſhall not come. 

Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'cr-rule you now; 
That ſport bet pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how. 
Where zeal ſtrives to content, and the contents 
Dies in the zeal of that which it preſents ; 

Their form confounded, makes moſt form in mirth, 
When great things labouring periſh in their birth. 
Biron. A right deſcription of our ſport, my lord. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Armado, 


Arm. Anointed, I implore ſo much expence of thy 
royal ſweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 

Prin. Doth this man ſerve God ? 

Biron. Why ask you? 


Prin 


—— 
„er 


fect. I made a little fault in great. 
D 
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Prins, He ſpeaks not like a man of God's making. 

Arm. That's all one, my fair ſweet honey monarch 
for I proteſt the ſchoo!-maſter is exceeding fantaſtical : 
too too vain, too too vain: but we will put it, as they 
fay, to fortuna delaguar. I wiſh you the peace of mind, 
molt royal cupplement. 

King. Here is like to be a good preſence of wor— 
thies : he preſents Hedor of Troy, the ſwain Pompey 
the Great, the pariſh-curate Alexander, Armado's page 
Hercules, the pedant Fudas Machabens ; 

And if theſe four worthies in their firſt ſhew thrive, 
Theſe four will change habits, and preſent the other five, 

Biron. There are five in the firit ſhew, 

King. You are deceiv'd, 'tis not fo. 

Biron, The pedant, the braggart, the hedge prieſt, 

the fool, and the boy. 
A bare throw at novum, and the whole world again 
Cannot prick out five ſuch, take each one in's vein. 

King. The ſhip is under ſail, and here ſhe comes a» 

main, 


Enter Coſtard for Pompey. 


Coſt. I Pompey am. 
Boyet. You lye, you are not he. 
Coſt. I Pompey am. 
Boyet. With Lib6ard's head on knee. 
Biron, Well {aid old mocker, 
I muſt needs be friends with thee. 
Coſt. I Pompey am, Pampey ſurnam d the Big. 
Dum. The Great. 
Coſt. It is great, Sir; Pompey ſurnam'd the Great; 


That oft in field, with targe and ſheild, 


Did make my foe to ſweat : 


And travelling along this coaſt, I here am come by chance ; 


And lay my arms before the legs of this ſweet laſs of 
- France. 


If your ladyſhip would ſay thanks Pompey, I had dene. 


Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 
Coft. *Tis not ſo much worth; but I hope I was per- 


iron 


: 


{ 
| 
| 
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Biron, My hat to a half-p:nny, Pompey proves the 
beſt worthy. 


Enter Nathaniel for Alexander. 


Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was the world, 
commander. 
By ea ſt, _ north and ſouth, I ſpread my conquering 
might: i 
My eſcutchton plain declares that I am Aliſander. 
Boyet. Your noſe lays no, you are not; for it ſtand; 
not right. 
Biron. Your noſe ſmells no, in this moſt tender ſmel- 
ling Knight. 
Prin. The conqueror is diſinaid : procced, goo! 
Alexander. 
Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was the world 
commander. 
Boyet. Moſt true, tis right; you were ſo Aliſander. 
Biron. Pompey the Great. 
Cot. Your ſervant and Coftard. 
Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Ali. 
fander. 


Coſt. O Sir, you have overthrown Alifander the con- 


queror. [to Nach. ] You will be ſcrap'd out of the paint- | 


ed cloth for this; your lion that holds the poll“ ax ſit- 
ting on a cloſeſtool, will be given to Hax; he will be 
then the ninth worthy, A conqueror, and afraid 
to ſpeak ? run away for ſhame, Aliſander. There, 


an't ſhall pleaſe you; a fooliſh mild man, an honelt Þ 


man, look you, and ſoon daſh'd, He is a warvellous 
good neighbour in ſooth, aud a very good bowler ; 
bat for Aliſander, alas you ſte, how *tis a little o'er— 
parted : bur there are worthies a coming will ſpeak 
their mind in ſome other ſort. 

Biron, Stand afide, good Pompey. 


Enter Holofernes for Judas, and Moth for Hercules, 


Hol. Great Hercules is preſented by this imp, 
Whoſe club kill'd Cerberus that three-headed cans: ; 
And when he was a babe, a child, a ſhrimp, 
Thus did he ſtrangle ſerpents in his mans : 


Ou 0141 
cu 


Pe edt 


Love's Labour's loſt. 75 


'B Quoniam, he ſeemeth in minority; 
Ergo, I come with this apology. 
Keep ſome ſtate in thy Exit, and vaniſh, [Exit Moth. 
Hol. Judas I am. 
d's Dum. A Fudas. 
Hol. Not Iſcariot, Sir, 
ng Judas I am, ycleped Machabeus. 
Dum. Judas Machabeus clipr, is plain Fudas. 
Biron. A kifling traitor, How art thou prov'd Judas? 


1ds Hol. Judas I am. 
Dum. The more ſhame for you, Fudas. 
E Hol. Wha: mean you, Sir? 
Boyet. To make Judas hang himlc!f, 
od Hol. Begin Sir, you are my elder. 
Biron, Well follow'd, Judas was hang'd on an eicer. 
14. Hol. I will not be put out of countcrance. 
Biron. Becauſe thou haſt no face. 
ler. Hol. What is this? 


Poyet. A cittern head. 


Dum. The head of a bodkin. 
111. Biron. A death's face in the ring. 
Long. The face of an old Roman coin, ſcarce ſcen 
on- Boyet The pummel of Cæſar's faulchion, 
int- | Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a flask. 
ſit- Biron. St. George's half cheek in a broch. 
| be Dum. Ay, and in a broch of lead. 
raid Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer ; 
ere, And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance. 
nelt } Hol. You have put me out of coumtenance. 
lous Biron. Falſe, we have given thee faces. 
ler ; Hol. But you have out-fac'd them all. 
o'er- Biron. And thou wert a lion we would do to. 
peak Poyert. Therefore, as he is an aſs let him go. 


And fo adieu ſweet Fude ; nay, why doſt thou ſtay ? 
Dum. For the latter end of his name. 


Birox. For the Ai to the Jude; give it him. Judas 


es, 
g away. 
Hol. This is not generoue, not gentle, no: humble. 
nus; Boyet. A light for monſieur Judas, it grows dark, he 


may ſtumble. 8 
D 2 rin. 
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Prin. Alas! poor Machabeus, how he hath been baited 
Enter Armado. 


Biron. Hide thy head Achilles, here comes Hector in 
arms. ; 
Dum. Tho' my mocks come home by me, I WII 

now de merry. 

King. Hector was but a Trojan in reſpe of this. 

Boyet. But is this Hector? 

King. I think Hector was not fo clean timber'd. 

Long. Eis leg is too big for Hector. 

Dum. More calt, certain. 

Beyet. No; he is beſt indu'd in the ſmall. 

Birou. This can't be Hector. 

Dum, He's a God or a painter, for he makes fices. 

Arm. The armipotens Mars, ef launces the Almig bi) 
Gate Hector à gift. 

Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon, 

Long. Stuck with cloves, 

D No, Cloven. 

Arm. The Armipotent Mars, of launces the Almighty 

ave Hor a gift, the heir llion; 

man ſo breathed, that certain he would fight ye 

From morn to night out of his pavilion 

I am that flower. 

Dum. That mint. 

Long. That cullambine. 

Arm. Sweet lord Longaville rein thy tongue. 

Long. I muſt rather give it the rein; for it runs againſi 
Hector. 

Dum. Ay, and Hedor's a grey- hound. 

Arm. The ſweet war-man is dead and rotten ; 
Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the bury'd: 
But I will fo ward with my device; 

Sweet royalty beſtow on me the ſenſe of hearing. 
Prin. Speak brave Hector; we are much delighted. 
Arm. I co adore thy ſweet grace's {lipper. 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 

Dum. He may not by the yard, 


Arm. 


in 
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Arm. This Hector far ſurmounted Hannibal. 
The party is gone. 

Coft. Fellow Hector, ſhe is gone; ſhe is two months 
on her way. 

Arm. What mean'ſt thou? 

Coſt. Faith unleſs you play the honeſt Trojan, the 
poor wench is caſt away; ſhe's quick, the child brags 
in her belly already. Tis yours, 

Arm. Doft thou infamonize me among potentates ? 
Thou ſhalt die. 

Co. Then ſhall Hector be whipt for 7aquenetta, 
that is quick by him ; and hang'd for Pompey, that is 
dead by him. 

Dum. Nloſt rare Pompey ! 

Poyet. Renowned Pompey ! 

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey ! 
Pompey the huge. 

Dum. Hedor trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is mov'd, more Ates, more Ates, ſtir 
them on, ſtir them on. 

Dum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's belly 


- than will ſup a flea, 


Arm. By the north pole J do challenge thee. 

Coſt. I wil} not fight with a pole like a northern 
man: I'll flaſh ; Til do't by the ſword : I pray you 
er me borrow my arms again. 

Dum Room tor the incenſed worthic3, 

Cojt. I'll do't in my ſhirt. 

Dum. Moſt 1eſolute Pompey. TR 

Moth. Maſter, let me take you a butron-holg lower. 
Do ye not ſee Pompey is uncaſing for the combat: 
what mean you? you will loſe your reputation. 


Arm. Gentlemen and ſoldiers pardon me, I will not 


combat in my fhirt, 
Dum. You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the 


0 hallenge. 


Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 


Biron. What reaſon have you for't ? 
D 3 Arm. 
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Arm. The nated truth of it is, I have no ſhirt, I go 
woolward for penance. 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for 
want of linnen ; ſince when, I'll be ſworn he wore 


none, but adiſh-clout of Faquenerta's, and that he wears 


next his heart for a favour. 


Se ENS. .A 


Enter Macard. 


Mac, God fave you, madam. 
Prin. Welcome Macard, bur that thou interrupteſt 
our merriment. 
Mac. I'm forry madam, for the news I bring 
Is heavy in my tongue. The King your father=——— 
Prin. Dead for my life. 
Mac, Even ſo : my tale is told. 
Biron. Worthies away, the ſcene begins to cloud. 
Arm. For my own part, I breathe free breath; I 
have ſeen the day of wrong through the little hole of 
diſcretion, and I will right my ſelf like a ſoldier. 
[ Exeunt Worthies. 
Kits. How fares your Majeſty ? 
Prin. Boyet prepare, I will away to-night. 
King. Madam, not ſo, I do beſeech you ſtay. 
Prin. Prepare I ſay. I thank you gracious lords, 
For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat, 
Oat of a new ſad ſou], that you vouchſafe 
In your rich wiſdom to excuſe or hide 
The liberal oppoſition of our ſpirits ; 
It over-boldly we have born our ſelves 
In the converſe of breath, your gentleneſs 
Vas guilty of it. Farewel, worthy lord; 
An heavy heart bears not an humble tongue: 
Excuſe me ſo, coming ſo ſhort of thanks, 
For my great ſujt fo eaſily obtain'd. 
King. The extreme parts of time extremely forms 
All cauſes to the purpoſe of his ſpeed, 
And often at his very looſe decides 


That, which long proceſs could not arbitrate, 5 
n 


id 
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And though the mourning brow of progeny 

Forbid the ſmiling courteſie of love, 

The holy {ſuit which fain it would convince 3 

Yet ſince love's argument was firſt on foot, 

Let gor the cloud of forrow juſtle it 

From what it purpos'd. Since to wail friends lot 

Is not by much ſo wholeſome, profitable, | 

As to rejoice at friends bur newly found. | 
Prin. I underſtand you not, my griefs are double. 
Biron. Honeſt plain words beſt pierce the“ ear of grief; 

And by theſe badges underſtand the King. 

For your fair faxes we have neglected time, 

Play'd foul with our oaths : your beauty, ladies, 

Hath much deform'd us, faſhioning our humours 

Even to th' oppoſed end of our intents ; 

And what in us hath ſeem'd ridiculous, 

As love is tull of unbefnting trains, 

All wanton as a chid, skipping and vain, 

Form'd by the eye, and therefore like the eye, 

Full of ſtraying ſhapes, of habits and of forms, 

Varying in ſubjects as the eye doth row], 

To every varied object in his glance; 

Which parry-coated preſence of looſe love 

Put on by us, if in your heav'nly eyes, 

Have mi-becom'd our oaths and gravities; 

Thoſe heav'nly eyes that look into theſe faults, 

Suggeſted us to make them: Therefore, ladies, 

Our love being yours, the error that love makes 

Is likewiſe yours. We to our ſelves prove falſe, 

By being once falſe, for ever to be true 

To thoſe that make us both, fair ladies you; 

And even that fal ſhood, in it ſelf a fin, 

Thus purifics it ſelf, and turns to grace. 
Prin, We have receiv'd your letters, full of love, 

Your favours, the embaſſadors of love: 

And in our maiden council rated them 

At courtſhip, pleaſant jeſt, and courteſie, 

As bun baſt, and as lining to the time: 

But more devout than theſe are our reſpects. 


<< +» 
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Have we not been (and therefore met your loves 
In their own faſhion) like a merriment ? 
Dum. Our letters, madam, ſhew'd much more than 
jeſt. 
Long. So did our looks. 
Roſa. We did not coat them fo. 
King. Now at the lateſt minute of the hour, 
Grant us your loves, 
Prin. A time methinks too ſhort, 
To make a world-without- end bargain in; 
No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much, 
Full of dear guiltineſs, and therefore this: 
It for my love (as there is no ſuch cauſe) 
You will do aught, this you ſhall do for me; 
Your oath I will not truſt; but go with ſpeed 
To ſome forlorn and naked hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleaſures of the world; 
There ſtay until the twelve celettial ſigns 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. 
If this auſtere inſociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 
If froſts, and faſts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 
Nip not the gaudv bloſſoms of your love, 
Bur that it bear this tryal, and laſt love; 
Then at the expiration of the year, 
Come challenge me, challenge me by theſe deſerts ; 
And by this virgin palm, now kiſſing thine, 
I will be thine ; and till that inſtant ſhut 
My woful {e'f up in a mourning houſe, 
Ra ning the tears of lamentation, 
For the remembrance of my father's death. 
If this thou do deny, let our hands part, 
Neither intitled in the other's heart, 
King. If this, or more than this, I would deny, 
To flatter up theſe powers of mine with reſt ; 
The ſudden hand of death cloſe up mine eye. 

Hence ever then, my heart is in thy breaſt. 
Biron. And what to me, my love? and what to me? 
Roſa. You muſt be purged too, your fins are rank, 

You are atraint with fault and perjury 
Therefore 


| 
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Therefore if you my favour mean to get, 

A twelve-month ſhall you ſpend, and never reſt, 

But ſeek the weary beds of people ſick. 

Dum. But what to me my love ? but what to me ? 

Kath. A wife, a beard, fair health and honeſty ; 
With three-fold love I wiſh you all theſe three. 

Dum. O ſhall I fay, I thank you, gentle wiſe? 

Kath. Not ſo; my lord; a twelve-month and a day 
Ii mark no words that ſmooth-fac'd wooers ſay. 
Come when the King doth to my lady come; 

Then if I have much love, III give you ſome. 
Dum. Til ſerve thee true and faithfully till then. 
Kath. Yer {wear not, leſt ye be forſworn again. 
Long. What ſays Maria ? 

Mar. At the twelve-month's end, 

I!) change my black gown for a faithful friend. 

Long. Vil ſtay with patience; but the time is long. 

Mar. The liker you, few taller are ſo young. 

Biron. Studies my lady? miſtreſs, look on meg 
Dehold the window of my heart, mine eye: 

What humble ſuit attends thy anſwer there, 

Impoſe ſome ſervice on me tor thy love. 

Roſa. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biroz, 
Before I ſaw you; and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks, 

Full of compariſons and wounding flouts, 

Which you on all eſtates will execute, 


That lie within ths mercy of your wit: 
To weed this wormwood from your faithful brain, 


And therewithal to win me if you pleaſe, 

Without the which I am not to be won; 

You ſhall this twelve-month term from day to day 
Viſit the ſpeechleſs ſic k, and ſtill converſe 


With groaning wretches ; and your task ſhall be, 


With all the fierce endeavour of your wir, 
T'enforce the pained impotent to ſmile. 
Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of death? 
It cannot be, it is impoſſible ; 
Mirth cannot move a foul in agony. 
Roſa. Why that's the way to choak a gibing pats 
| Who 
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Whoſe influence is begot of that looſe grace, 
Which ſhallow laughing hearers give to fools: 
A jelt's proſperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it: then, if ſickly ears, 
Deaft with the clamours of their own dear groans, 
Will hear your idle ſcorns; continue then, 
And I will have you, and that fault withal : 
But, it they will not; throw away that ſpirit, 
And I ſhall find you empty of that fault, 
Right joyful of your refor mation. 
Biron. A twelve-month ? well, befall what will be- 
fall. 
Pl! jeſt a twelve-month in an hoſpital. 
Prin. Ay, ſweet my lord, and fo I take my leave. 
[to the King. 
King. No Madam, we will bring you on your way. 
Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play; 
Zack hath not Fill; theſe ladies courtefie 
Might well have made our ſport a comedy. 
King. Come, Sir, it wants a twelve-menth and 3 
day, 
And then 'twill end. 
Biron, That's too long for a play. 


Enter Armado. 


Arm. Sweet Majeſty, vouchſafe me. 

Pain. Was not that Hector? 

Dum. That worthy Knight of Trop, - 

Arm. I will kiſs thy royal finger, and take leave. 
I am a votary; I have vow'd to Faquenetta to hold 
the plough for her ſweet love three years. But, mol! 
eſteem'd greatneſs, will you hear the dialogue that 
the two learned men have compiled, in praiſe of the 
owl and the cuckow? it ſhould have follow'd in the end 
of our ſhew. 

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do fo. 

Arm. Holla, approach. 


Enter 
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Enter all. 
This ſide is Hyems, winter, 


This Ver, the ſpring : the one maintain'd by the ow!, 


The other by the cuckow. 
Fer, begin. 


The- SONG. 


When daizies pied, and violets blue, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady ſmocſs all ſilver white, 
Do paint the meadows with delight ; 
The cuckow then on every tree 
Mocks married men ; for thus ſings he, 
Cuckow. 
Cuckow, cnckow: O word of fear, 
Unpleaſmg to a married ear 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſiraws, 

And merry larks are ploughmens clocks : 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer (mocks ; 
The cuckow then on every tree 
Mock; married men; for thus ſmgs he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, cuckow : O word of fear, 

Unpleaſing to a married ear! 


„ 


hen iſicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 


Then nightly ſings the flaring owl 
Tu-whit, to-who ; 


A merry note, 
While greaſie Joan doth keel the pot. 
hin 
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IWhen all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw ; 
And birds ſit brooding in the ſnow, 
And Marian's noſe looks red and raw ; 
When roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
Then nightly ſmgs the ſlaring owl, 


Tu- whit, to- who; 
A merry note, 


While greaſie Joan doth keel the pot. 


Arm. The words of Mercury 
Are harſh after the ſongs of Apollo: 
You that way, we this way. 


- 75 | w) 7 
1 — 1 - 
PIER 

MG 5 


ny MA. 


. [ Exeant omne:; 


x 
£ 


4 TSS * \ 3 ; £4 
MESers co 7 OSA. cc yo 


155 


